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OR, 



THE TIGERS OF TOMBSTONE, 



By W. B. LAWSON, 



CHAPTER I. 

THE LEAP OF THE TIGERS. 

Tombstone was booming; the "city," 
despite its ominous title, bad become an 
established reality as weli as a name. 

The first vague rumors of the wondrous 
richness of the region had been dis- 
credited, but substantial proofs soon fol- 
lowed, fully confirming the facts, and a 
mighty rush of gold-seekers had ensued. 

In the beginning, the hardy prospector, 
and then in parties of two, and ten, and 
twenty, and finally by the liundreds they 
flocked in. 

And lo, behold ! as if by magic, a 
city leaped into being in that rock-bound 
wilderness of savage cactus and bitter 
sag^. 

Tents, shanties, and houses sprang up 
by the hundreds. « 

Big hotels with modern conveniences 
grew, like mushrooms, in a single night; 
whisky-saloons cropped out by the score. 

And as the further explorations pro- 
ceeded, only the more apparent became 
the almost incredible richness of the rock- 
ribbed liills. 

Not a week passed but what some won- 
derful development was made. 

The turn of ' a spade or the prod of a 
pick might make a man a millionaire. 



Everywhere a feverish excitement was 
visible — one« wild, breathless struggle 
from morning till night, in which the 
strong predominated and the weak went 
under, and men went njad in their insane 
greed for gold. 

Money was plentiful — at least its 
equivalent — gold-dust and silver bullion. 

The problem was not how to acquire 
wealth, but how-to spend it. 

As a natural sequence gaming-dens 
and dance-halls were opened, and freely 
patronized. 

Theatres, concert-saloons, and free- 
and-easies — in short, all the essentials of 
amusement, so-called, that could minister 
to the wants, or pamper to the vices of 
the reckless miners, existed on every 
hand. 

By day the city was comparatively de- 
serted, for as long as a shimmer of day- 
light remained, by which to see the all- 
precious metah, the hills reverberated 
with the click of the drill, and the boom 
of the blasting cartridge. 

But at night the streets presented • 
quite a different spectacle. 

Then the various places of amusement 
were in full blast. 

Numerous flaring lights threw their 
glare down upon a surging, toil-stained, 
surging mass of reckless hunianity. 
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crowding and jostling — all bent npon 
some errand of idleness or curiosity, or 
need. 

Strains of music floated out upon tlie 
air; loud laughter, coarse jests, and quick 
retort flew about, and inquiries and an- 
swers of every description were lieard on 
every hand, as friend met friend, and 
passed the news of the day. 

Nor were these the only sounds, inno- 
cent enough in their way. 

Sometimes the loud voice of some 
drunken desperado boomed forth oq the 
night air, 'proudly proclaiming himself 
"chief," or the report of the ever-ready 
revolver and the shriek of its victim. 

For men in this mad scramble after 
fortune forgot tJie training of the ages, 
and descended to primeval savagery, 
stalking about with weapons openly dis- 
played, and ever ready to fight at the 
slightest provocation — real or fancied. 

And in this new El Dorado of the far 
Southwest, at the close of a long sum- 
mer day, our story opens. 

About midway in the main street, 
which cut the town in' two, was an open 
space or square called the plaza. 

This was the Rialto of Tombstone. 

The stage — that connecting link with 
the outside world — made it a regular 
stopping-place. 

It was the common centre from which 
all news was disseminated and gossip ex- 
changed. 

It was flanked on one side by the low 
buildings of the Wells, Fargo & Go's 
Express, and on the other by a large 
building which bore across its front this 
legend : 

"HERE IT IS 
"Hotel and Restaurant. 
"Heinrich Schwauenflegle, Boss." 

On the night of which we write a more 
than usually numerous crowd was col- 
lected hereabout. 

The stage, due at sundown, was, for 
some reason, jate, and speculation was 
rife as to the probable cause of its deten- 
tion. 

But another element entered into the 
motive for this gathering. 

From the Here-it-is Hotel, over winch 
H. Schwauenflegle presides as "boss," 



there came, ever and anon, the sound of 
wild laughter, and the miners, ever eager 
for amTTsement, pressed in to see the fun. 

In the middle of a large room, fitted 
up with all the accessofies of a first-class 
drinking saloon, stood two men about 
whom a dense ring of spectators was 
formed. 

One of these men was a perfect moun- 
tain, or, rather, let us say, a hill of flesh. 
He was not tall, but the short-coming in 
height had been amply compensated' for 
in girth of body. He w^s a perfect sphere 
of fat, out gi which short arms and legs 
stuck like cloves in a lemon. 

It needed but a look to judge of his 
nationality. The round, stolid face, the 
thin, light hair" and soleffln-bwl-like eyes 
could only belong to a child of the Teu- 
tonic race. 

The other was a finely formed fellow 
of thirty, richly dressed, and with a face 
darkly haudsonie, but sadly marred by 
the indelible imprints of hot passions 
and unbridle^ vices. 

He was booted and spurred," as if just 
from horseback, and was savagely 
flourishing a heavy riding-whip. 

This man's name was Thomas Hart, 
better known as "Tornado Tom." He 
was a wealthy gambler and mine-owner, 
but was " known throughout all that 
region as ^"bad man" when in liquor. 

And it needed but a glance now into 
his flushed featt^res to see that he had 
been drinking deeply. 

"D^nce, you Dutch dog!" he cried, 
waving the whip menacingly ; "dance, I 
say, or I'll cut yon into sausage meat, 
ay, and serve you up for free lunch agross 
your own bar. Gome, stir her up — 
there's the music that'll put motion into 
yer moccasins." 

A pistol-crack followed the. savage 
woidS; as the lash cut into the quivering 
fat of the German. 

A howl of pain followed, almost 
drowned in a chorus of brutal laughter. 

'Say, you! Doan'd you do me dot 
some more," the German cried, in a 
voice in which anger, pain and fear were 
curiously blender!. "Himmel! dot purns 
me mine legs like fire und primstone," 
rubbing vigorously at the sore spot. 
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And then he continued, in a tone of 
resent^nent : 

"Vot haf I done niit yon, Tornado 
Tom, dot you cum in mine Jionse und 
glub liie like I vos a no 'count dog or a 
chackass mule — say?" 

"Done? — done nothin'; want ter see 
yer dance, thet's all." 

"Veil, den, better you chnst look mit 
yourself a little oudt. I vas a man, I vos, 
from the groundt up, und my name it 
was Heinric Scliwauenflegle, und I vos 
de boss in mine own saloon, mineself, 
und doan'd you forgot me dot, neder. " 

"You lie like a Greaser, Dutchy — when 
Tornado Tom turns gut fur a little fun, 
he owns all Tombstone; he's the only 
baby in the cradle — th« one an' only 
darling of the house; an' when h.e cries 
fur a free fight or a frolic, he must have 
it if it takes the last rock in the reticule. 
Jess now he's breakin' his little heart to 
see you step it out on the light fantastic. 

Come, start her up, or " and. he 

finished with a significant flourish of the 
whip. 

Poor Scliwauenflegle shrank back in 
fear. 

"Bud, look you, Mister Tornado," he 
expostulated, "I haf not tanse me for finf 
und drizig year. Undj pesides, I vos too 
fat — I vos an elephant, and an elephant 
he cannot tanse, you vos hear me?" 

"I know a derned siglit better. I've 
seen 'em dance in a circus up in 'Fiisco, " 
Tornado Tom answered, amid genera4 
laughter. "It won't do, Dntchy," he 
continued with all tlie persistency of a 
drunken man. "Dance I've said, and 
dance 3'du must." 

"Himmel! bud I villnot! if I vos 
tance dere vill pe a pig scare — a panic — 
de peoples vill dink dere vos an earth- 
quake in the city. Look you I I put me 
mineself on de schales of^ at de exbress 
office lasdt veek, und I veigh me chust 
dree hundert und sefen poundts. Of I 
vos tanse de house vill fall down all in 
little bits und kill us all to deadt." 

"Let her fall— Tornado Tom '11 pay 
the damages. Now starf her np. I'm 
getting derned dry with all this tajking. 
Away you go." 

Again the lash was brought down, but 
this time the Teuton, clumsy as he 

IF YOU WANT SOMCTHINQ NICE FOR 



looked, adroitly dodged, and its force 
was expended on tlie empty air. 

And before any further degredation 
could come upon him, a sliout arose at 
tlie door. 

"Here's the stage coming. " 

It was followed almost instantly by a 
cry of wonder. 

"Why, what's fhe matter with it — 
look at the horses! An' that ain't Sandy 
driving!" 

Attracted by the probabilities of some 
fresh excitement, the crowd poured out 
of the saloon, Tornado Tom among the 
rest, and poor Schwanenflegle was rid, 
for the time being, of his tormentor. 

It was true — soiiiething was wrong 
with the stage. 

The familiar form of the driver, genial 
Sandy Rocks, old "Rocking-horse 
Sandy," as the boys used to call him, 
was missing. 

The express guard, young Walter 
James, was in his place on tlie bax, and 
held the reins. 

And the team. One of the leaders was 
gone, and the "off" wheeler was limping 
badly. 

_ Besides this, the harness showed here 
and there some make-shifts of straps and 
ropes, that told a story of disaster. 

As the coach drew up to the plaza it 
Was instantly surrounded, and the young 
express guard was besieged with ques- 
tions. 

"What's kept ye, Walt?" 

"Had a breakdi)wn, didn't ve?" 

"Where's Sandy?" 

And a score of similar questions, all in 
a breath. 

And tlien a burly miner, keener of 
vision than his fellows, cried out sud- 
denly: 

"Why, Walt, yer hurt! yer hair an' 
face are all kivered with blood." 

The express guard wearily threw down 
the reins; in the clear moonlight that 
began to prevail they could see that his 
fape was ghastly pale, and tliat a blood- 
stained cloth was bound around his brow. 

"I got creased by a bullet," he said, 
his voice husky with pain, "an' I'm 
faint an' tired — it's the loss of blood, I 
reckon," he finished, apologetically. 
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wliy, what's bin the 



"Wounded! 
row?" 

And then from a dozen throats came 
again the eager questions: 

"And whar's Sandy?" 

"Wliar's tlie old Rockin' horse?" 

The young fellow turned to the seat, 
and partly removing a blanket that con- 
cealed a dark object lying on the top of 
the coach, said tersely: 

"Tiiar!" 

"Dead!" yelled a man, recoiling fron: 
the wheel, where curiosity had attracted 
him. 

"Who?" 

"What do yon m^an?" 

"Not ole Sandy!" 

The express guar^ nodded briefly. 

A little man, with a brisk, determined 
manner, forced his way to the coach. 

"How did tills happen, Walter?" he 
said. It was the agent of Wells, Fargo &. 
Co. in Tombstone — Jack Hamilton by 
name, and Walter James, recognizing his 
superior, answered in two significant 
words: 

"Road agents. They struck us just 
this side of the ford — a dozen of them," 
he continued, as the crowd became silent, 
evidently awaiting an explanation of 
some sort. First we knowed we got a 
volley that piled the horses all in a heap, 
an' throwed one of the leaders cold.^. 
'Twas Sandy's pet hoss, Blarney, and I 
reckon the sight druv him off his base; 
anyways, he pulled his gun and opened 
up. But he got salivated the next second. 
An' I got my medicine, too," he con- 
cluded, quietly tapping the 
about his head. 
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CHAPTER II. 

A BEAUTIFUL VISION. 

The young express guard's words were 
listened to with many expressions of 
sorrow and regret. 

Rough old "Rocking-horse Sandy," as 
they had named him, with his genial 
ways, his hearty laugh, and mirth- 
provoking yarns, had been a pi^me 
favorite with all, ever ready to execute a 
commission, or to do his fellow-man a 
kind turn, and his sudden, tragic fate.was 
honestly bewailed. 



amazement; the strange 



Many a muttered curse came ftrom 
rough-bearded lips, and threats of venge- 
ance were dire and deep. ' 

And ill, indeed, would it have fared 
witli the miscreants who had ended the 
driver's career, could the miners have got 
fhem into their clutches. 

"And do you think you would know 
any of the fellows, Walt, if you saw them 
again?" Jack Hamilton continued. 

"Nary tijne; they war all 4rcssed alike 
—in yaller clothes, with big black 
splotches all over 'em, an' masks like the 
face of a cat. But the chief war a little, 
slim-built cuss, with a soft, cooing voice, 
almost like a woman's; said they Were 
the Tigers o' Tombstone, an' durn me 
fur a dummy, if they didu't look it, too, 
every time.'" * 

"The Tigers of Tombstone!" the 
miners cried in 
title was new to them 

"They must be a regularly organized 
band of robbers. What do you think, 
Walt?" the agent asked. 

'^I recken so; leastwise, the little cuss 
allowed they war a-goin' to make things 
hum fur a while around these diggin's." 

"We'll see about that later on," Jack 
Hamilton said, quietly. 

He was a nervy man of about forty, 
this quiet-mannered express a^ent, and 
those few words from Jhim meant more 
than a barrelful of bluster. 

"But do you know, cap," Walt James 
continued, "that war sumthiii' as' struck 
nie mighty curious in the way that little 
cuss of a tiger-cat acted." 

"Yes? in what way? Give me all the 
particulars that you can remember. I 
must send an account of this to head- 
quarters, and want all the details." 

"Wal, cap, it war this: when they had 
us dead to rights, the little feller he rides 
up to the stage ail' looks in mighty sharp, 
a revolver in his hand, a self-actin' one — 
the gun, I mean, 'cause I see the hamnier 
working under the pressure on the trig- 
ger. But when he saw what war inside, 
it seemed to me that he acted kind o' 
disappointed like ; he let rip a cuss, and 
then growled to sumtfiin' about gittin' 
him next time, sure." 

"That is queer," Jack Hamilton said, 
a puzzled look upon his face; and the 
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crowd that was listening, with breathless 
attention, re-echoed the sentiment. 

"He must liave expected some one b)' 
to'day's stage," he concluded, half in 
inquiry. 

"I "reckon so; 'tenny rate, that's the 
way it seemed to me. 

"Wal, when he didn't find what he 
wanted in the hearse, he guv tlie box an' 
rack a derned good overliaulin, ripped 
open the inail-bags, an' Ipoked at every 
letter, his hands shakin' jest a leetle. 
When he got throngh, he said a few words 
to his men, an' t!ie^ rode off, leavin' me 
to patch up damages as well as I could. " 

"All this is curious," the express 
agent muttered to himself, "and must be 
investigated. But Walt, you must be in 
pain," he continued more briskly. "I 
will ask you no more questions to-night. 
Get your Wound attended to, and see me 
in the morning. I may want you." 

He walked off as he finished speaking, 
and Walt James was about to follow, 
when a sudden recollection seemed to 
overwhelm him with remorse, judging by 
the crestfallen look upon his features. 

"Wal, kick me fur a dummy, any- 
how," he muttered, "here I've been 
preachin' like a phonograph, an' that 
sweet young lady a-sittiir in thar all 
alone, an' like's not faintin' fur want o' 
food an' rest." 

And with this, he lowered tlie window- 
sash in the coach door, and called out, 
anxiously: 

"I say, miss, are you awake?" 

"Oh, yesi, sir. I have not* been sleep- 
ing at all," a low, sweet voice made 
reply. 

And then a sudden, breathless hush fell 
upon that tiirong of rough humanity, for 
out from the semi-darkness in the coach 
came tlie bonniest face that mortal eyes 
had ever gazed upon. 

It was like a vision, framed as it was 
by the door of the coach — a thing of un- 
eartlily beauty — such a face as some of 
the old masters saw in their dreams, and ' 
dimly pictured in their waking moments. 

Purity sat entkroued on that low, 
polished brow, where the hair clustered 
and coiled back snd fell in a cascade of 
reddisli gold ; and truth looked fearlessly 
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eyes, 

A brave face it was too albeit that 
hardly seventeen summers had blosomed 
there aud left tlieir buds in^ gleeful 
dimples on cheeks and chin. 

A smile played like a sunbeam about 
the pretty mouth as the girl surveyed tlie 
uncouth beings stricken dumb by her 
rare loveliness. 

"What is it?" slie said, her voice sweet 
as the music of the psalms. "Have we 
arrived at our destination?" 

"Yes, miss, tliis air the City of Tomb- 
stone," Walt answered. "An' now — don't 
think I want to pry into yer affairs, ni'iss, 
but you see it's night, an' what I want 
ter know is hev you got any friends here 
that you intend stopping witii?" 

A shadow fell like a cloud over the 
bonny face, but it brightened again in- 
stantly. 

"I have no friends," she said, bravely. 
"But if you will kindly direct me to a 
hotef that you can recommend, I shall be 
very grateful." 

"Will I! You bet. The Here-it-is 
Hotel is just what yo« want, miss. It's 
kept by a Dutchman, but he's on the 
square, an' the fixin's is first-class; you'll 
be comfortable there, I know." 

"Then that will do very nicely ;^ please 
to open the door." 

But the young express guard was sud- 
dently thrust aside, and a man took his 
place at tiie coach door. 

It was Tornado Tom. 

"What'ryouthinkin'of, Walt James?" 
he saidj contemptuously. "What! trust 
that parcel of feminine loveliness to the 
mercies of a Dutcliman, whose name 
would give her a fit the first time she 
tried to speak it?^ Nixey!" 

A fierce light leaped into Walter 
James' eyes, and he would have promptly 
resented the m^n's interference, but he 
was worn out by fatigue, and dizzy with 
pain, and the rough jostle had set his 
wound to bleeding again. 

But Tornado Tom never noticed this. 

Turning ^to the^stage, he threw open 
the door and stretched out his hand. 

"You come with me, miss," he said, 
his eyes devouring the face of tlie beauti- 
ful girl. "I'll show you the prettiest nest 
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you ever laid eyes on — all silk an down, 
just, fit for a little liuuiniing-bird like 
you." 

But the girl shrank from the proffered 
hand. There was a light in his eye that 
alarmed her. 

"I tliank you," she faltered, "but I 
will not trouble you — the hotel will do 
very well." 

"Nonsense! you'd be dead in a week, 
eating that Dutchman's messes. Don't 
you be scart of me, little one, I'm rich, 
an' I'll see thet you don't want fur noth- 
ing. Come, let nie help you alight." 

And in his eagerness to possess that fair 
flower, he put his hand upon the arm of 
the now thoroughly alarmed girl. 

At this, something very much like a 
growl ran over the spectators. There 
were men among those clustered about 
tlie stage — men who, gazing at that 
beautiful face, suddenly remembered 
sisters and sweethearts away back in the 
old life, and who knew -what Tornado 
Tom really was, despite his handsome 
face and form. 

"Look a-here, Tornado, ain't you 
makin' a mistake?" a tall miner said. 
"Thet gal ain't one of your kind, I 
reckon; leastwise we wouldn't like to 
see " 

"Yoa dry up!" Tornado Tom inter- 
rupted, turning fiercely. "I'm running 
this, an' if any of yon fellers inl:erfere, 
you'll git hurt bad ; you hear me?'" 

Scowling looks was the only answer 
vouchsafed, and Tornado Tom again 
turned to the stage. 

But like a thunderbolt from a clear 
sky came an unexpected diversion. 



CHAPTER III. 

A DUEIv BY MOONLIGHT. 

Soon after the stage-coacli had driven 
into the plaza, and during the excitement 
that followed, two horsemen had ridden 
into the square, and quite unobserved, 
had drawn rein at the outskirts of the 
crowd. 

We say two men, 
ing, one was a boy, a 
haps ten years. 

He was a sturdy little fellow, however, 
with a fair, fearless face, big brown eyes, 



but strictly speak- 
mere child of per- 



and yellow hair floating freely down 
upon his shoulders. 

He sat straight as a clothes'-pin in the 
saddle, albeit he could hardly straddle 
the horse's back, and curbed the power- 
ful animal with a skill that equalized any 
apparent want of strength. 

The other was a man, tall of stature, 
but of whose person little could be seen, 
as his face was shadowed by a slouched 
hat, and a scrape, or Mexican blanket 
cloak, covered his form almost to his 
feet. 

Attracted by some jwords he heard, the 
man had dismounted. 

"Take care of the horses, Bertie, he 
said, throwing the bridle rein to the boy. 
"Something out of the usual has hap- 
pened here, and I will find out what it 
is." 

Then, mingling with the crowd, he 
had been an attentive spectator of all 
that had passed, gradually worming his 
way to a position near the coach. 

Now, as Tornado Tom, for a second 
time, stretched out his hand to grasp the 
form of the shrinking girl, he suddenly 
felt upon his wrist a grasp that seemed to 
crush the bones with the power of a 
closing vise, and with a wrench that 
almost tore his arm from its socket, he 
was flung aside. 

"Hands off, you hound!" a cold, stern 
voice said. 

Tornado Tom recovered himself by an 
effort, and with a bitter imprecation, his 
hand upon a revolver, faced his assailant. 

It was thejnan in the serape, and his 
eyes were shining with anger and scorn. 

"Shame on you!" he said, sternly, "to 
insult a lady whose isolated position 
should .appeal for protection to any one 
worthy of the name of man. " 

The words lashed Tornado Tom into 
madness. Perhaps for the first time in his 
arrogant sway had he been thus roughly 
handled. 

"And who in the fiend's name are 
you?" he hissed, almost frothing at the 
mouth in his rage. 

Hot and quick came the retort: 

"Your master I" 

"And as quick came the retort- 

"You lie!" 

The stranger started as though 
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by a serpent. With a quick, catlike 
bound He sprang forward; a hand, flash- 
ing with jewels, shot from beneath the 
serape, and fair upon the mouth of tlie 
mine-owner fell a terrific blow. 

"Take that! Perhaps it will teach you 
to keep a more civil tongue between your 
teeth." 

Half-stunned and bleeding, Tornado 
Tom staggered back, and almost fell. 

The next instant^ with a snarl like 
that of some wild animal, mad with 
wounds, he whipped a revolver from his 
belt: 

But before he could level the weapon 
to fire — even before he could raise the 
hammer — a voice, that almost rose to the 
screaming pitch in its intensity, cried 
out: 

"Down with that pistol, you dog! 
Down with it, I say, or I'll perforate 
your whole hide into porus-plasters!" 
7 Spurring his spirited horse through the 

dense mass of humanity, and careless 
alike of the cries and curses of those he 
overthrew, came the little companion of 
the man in the serape. 

The eyes of the boy w^re flashing with 
resolution, his fair, fearless face flushed 
with a mighty resolve.' 

One small hand was tight upon the 
curb, m the other glistened a revolver, 
tke hammer raised, the dark muzzle 
leveled straight at the heart of Tornado 
Tom. 

It is doubtful if Tornado Tom heard 
the words that heralded tlie approach of 
the boy, so consuming was his rage; nor 
is it at all certain that he would have 
heeded their warning had he heard. 

But the sight of that small bit of 
humanity interposing between him and 
the object of his wrath was a spectacle so 
unparalleled in his experience, that he 
could only stop and stare, and gasp in 
speechless amazement. 

"Put that gun back into your belt," 
the boy commanded, as he reined up his 
horse in front of the mine- owner. "If 
there's to be any shooting, it's got to be 
done on the square, or I'll chip in quick I 
You hear me.i"' 

The words sounded so curious, coming 
from the lips of the child, that two or 
three quick-drawn gasps of stupefaction 
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were painfully audible among the spec- 
tators. 

Tornado Tom glared at the speaker 
like one stuck suddenly with paralysis; 
but the revolver in the liand of the boy 
never quivered, and mechanically, like 
one in a dream, h^ replaced his own 
weapon in the sheath upon his hip. 

Then, before anything further could be 
said the man in the serape stepped up. 

"That will do, Bertie; put up your 
pistol," he said. "You mean well, I 
know, but I can fight my own battles. 
Besides, I am not pleased with your foj- 
ward conduct. Draw your horse to one 
side." 

The boy shrank back, a mortified look 
upon his flushed features. The tears 
sprang into his eyes, but the pride of his 
standi heart would not suffer them to 
overflow. 

And then Tornado Tom interposed. 
He was perfectly cool now, and his hanas 
were empty of weapons. 

"Don't lecture the little chief, 
stranger," he said. "I swear I never got 
such a turn in my life as he gave me. I 
almost fainted, I did so. But who'' is he, 
anyway?" 

"My son." 

"You don't say? Stranger, you ought 
to be proud of him." 

The man in the serape made an im- 
patient gesture. ' 
^Tornado Tom seemed to comprehend. 

"All right, stranger. Don't be in a 
hurry. You understand of course, after 
what has passed between us, there can be 
but one way of settling the matter." 

The man in the serape nodded grayely. 

"Whenever and wherever it suits you," 
he said, coldly. 

"I reckon now and here will fill the 
bill," was the grim reply. "You have 
the choice of weapons, of course." 

Again the stranger nodded. And he 
added, after a slight pause: 

"Fifteen paces with pistols." 
'Good enough," and the eyes of 
Tornado Tom gleamed with savage fire. 

He was good for the size of a silver 
dollar every time at that distance. 

"Now, stranger," he continued, grim- 
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ly, "I ginerally liave my man planted 
decently, after an affair of this kind. 
Will you tell me -what name to put on 
your headstone?" 

The man in the serape lauyhed coolly. 

"You are very (;onsi derate, " he said, 
mockingly; "however, as I have no in- 
tention of putting you to any funeral ex- 
penses on my account, my name will not 
signify. As to the rest, you may call me 
Diamond Dick." 

As he finished lie suddenly drew the 
cloak from his shoulders and tossed it to 
the care of his boy. 

And as he stood thus revealed, there 
burst simultaneously from the spectators 
a. cry of wonder and surprise. 

The stranger was a ma5[nificent speci- 
men of manhood. 

He was tall of form and straight as a 
lance, his every motion being distin- 
guished by a lithe, panther-like grace. 
His face was very handsome, a strange, 
white pallor contrasting curiously with 
the dark, brilliant eyes and hair, and 
mustache of raven hue. 

He was dressed like a Spanish hidalgo, 
but the fanciful costume was adorned in 
a manner such as never before was seen. 

All about his person a myriad of 
diamonds flashed and burned, and 
"parkled, and shot out star-like rays of 
mystic light. In the snowy frills of the 
shirt, three stones gleamed like smolder- 
ing fire ; the short jacket, terminating at 
the waist, had set in lieu of numerous 
buttons, on eitiier side of the open front," 
a mass of sparkling brilliants, the nether 
garment, slashed open at the side, almost 
to the hips, was ornamented by a double 
row of flashing gems, and the soft felt 
hat upon his head was looped up at the 
side by a diamond star. 

In the silken scarf wound time and 
again about his waist, the ends trailing 
gracefully down at the side, were thrust 
two revolvers with diamond sights. 

Many an admirng glance was cast upon 
this cool, handsome man, who called 
himself Diamond Dick, and who was so 
brave in the defense of the weak, and so 
ready to resent an insult. 

Even Tornado Tom, in whose heart 
burned a fierce hatred of the man who 
had placed the mark of his hand upon 



THE BOVS' BESl' WEEKLY. 

him, could. not but admit that he had an 
adversary every inch his equal. 

But meanwhile preparations had been 
completed for the duel. 

A space had been cleared, on either 
side of which, and out of the line of fire, 
-were grouped the spectators, eager to 
witness the coming contest. 

There remained only to agree upon 
some one to give the signal to fire. 

"Let the little chief give the word," 
Tornado Tom suggested. "I'll bet a hoss 
he kin do it,*" 

Tiie boy looked eagerly into his 
father's face. 

"Oh, may I?" he pleaded. "I can do 
it — you know I can." 

Diamond Dick was startled at the pro- 
posal, but ^as he gazed into the fearless 
eyes of his son, a proud smile lit up his 
face, and he signified his consent by a 
rapid gesture. 

And do you think, dear reader, that 
any one tried to dissuade these two men 
from tflieir reckless course. 

Far from it. Instead, bets were freely 
offered /and as readily accepted on the 
result. 

"A hundred to fifty that "Tornado 
throws the .stranger cold at the first fire!" 
cried a man who kpew his favorite's skill 
in the use of the revolver. 

"Done — in ounces!" a brawny miner, 
producing his bag of "dust." 

"Make it wounded, and I'll go my pile 
on Tornado," said a cautious speculatpr. 

"Well, I've got six bits as says neither 
o' them'll git touched at the first wang," 
said a ragged bummer, sticking his head 
cautiously around the corner of a build- 
ing, where he was safely ensconced. 

"Oh ! give us a rest, you old soak." 

But we are wrong; some one did try 
to prevail with one of the principals, at 
least, to give up this horrible affair. 

Diamond Dick had been talking 
earnestly to his son; he concluded now 
with these words: 

"You have not forgotten the instruc- 
tions I gave you once before? The same 
wjll apply now, in case I go under." 

"I remember every word," the boy 
answered, brightly, "but you do not 
think he can harm you, do you?" 

"I cannot say; I hope not, for your 
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sake." And then, while pretending to be 
busy with tlie boy's stirrnps, he pulled 
the young face for a moment down to his 
own. 

Then, with a sigh, he drew a revolver, 
and stepped over to take his place. 

But as he passed by the coach a small 
• white hand was laid upon his arm, and a 
tremulous voice whispered ! 

"What are you about to do, sir?" 

Diamond Dick saw tiiat it was the 
beautiful passenger of the stage-coach, 
who was the indirect cause of all the 
trouble. 

"You here yet?" he said in surprise. 

"I could not go until I had spoken 
with you — had thanked you for your 
kindness in defending me from that man. 
But, sir, I see a weapon in your hand. 
What is it? Ah, I know. You are going 
to fight a duel, and all on my ^account. 
Is it not so?" 

"But miss, you should retire to the 
hotel. This is no place for you." 

"You evade my question," the girl 
cried, passionately. 

"Oh, how unfortunate I am !" she con- 
tinued, clasping her hands together. "I 
have been the cause of it all. Oh ! let me 
beg of you not to peril your life on my 
account. " 

"Nonsense; you overestimate the 
danger," said Dick, cheerfully. "But 
come, they are getting impatient over 
tliere; I must ask you not to detain me 
longer." 

The fone of voice in which he finished 
convinced the girl that further words 
would only be thrown away upon this 
inflexible man. 

She made a despairing gesture and 
turned away. 

And Diamond 
took his place. 

Tornado Tom 
station. 

Midway between the two was the boy 
Bertie, mounted upon his liorse. 

And now, everything being in readi- 
ness, a silence fell, during which the 
boy's clear voice was plainly audible. 

"Gentlemen," he said, "these are the 

"conditions that you will govern yourselves 

by: r shall ask you if you are ready, and 

I will then count slowly, one, two, three. 



Dick, revolver in hand, 
was already at his 



Your shots niusl not be delivered before I 
say one, and not after I have counted 
three. Do you understand?" 

It was patent to all that the boy was 
merely repeating words learned by heart, 
like a lesson; nevertheless, there was 
something peculiarly thrilling in his 
voice. 

"Are you ready?" 

"Ready!" came simultaneously from 
the lips of the two men standing so 
straight and motionless in the clear light 
of tlie moon ; so handsonie in form and 
features both, and,_ala£, so soon, perhaps, 
to become mere clods of senseless clay! 

"Fire!" 

Two weapons, with death lurking in 
their depths, fell into line and remained 
immovable, each pointing at a heart 
pulsating with intense life. 

And at tliat instant — 'in that moment 
between life and eternity — a strange, 
mocking voice cried out derisively : 

"One, two, three!" 

In perfect time with the count came 
two pistol shots in quick sucf^ession. 

Tornado Tom uttered a startled ex- 
clamation, and the pistol in his hand fell 
to—the ground, while Diamond Dick's 
arm was whirled half way around. 

And then both men gazed at their 
weapons in stupefied amazeiiient. 

From both pistols the hammer had 
been shot away. 

A peal of mocking laughter rang out 
upon the air. 

The sound seemed to break the spell 
that held all enchained, and they turned 
to see who the daring marksman could 
be. 

At the head of the plaza stood a some- 
thing that at first sight looked like an 
animal perched upon the back of a horse 
of magnificent mold. 

Its body was yellow, and all barred 
with bands and spots of black ; tlie head 
was small and round, short ears sticking 
up on either side; the eyes, fierce and 
yellow, shone with a phosphorescent 
glow, and from the red, half-opened 
mouth, bewhiskered like that of a cat, a 
double row of cruel-looking fangs 
gleamed whitely. 

This thing, whatever it was, held in 
one of its paws a revolver, from the 
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muzzle of which the smoke was 
slowly oozing. 

And then, as all were gazing at this 
apparition, the young express guard, 
Walt James, suddenly sprang forward. 

"That's him!" he shouted, excitedly, 
"that's the cuss that held up the stage 
to-day an' salivated the ole Rockin'- 
hoss — that's the Thomas K. Cat who 
bosses the Tigers of Tombstone." 

CHAPTER IV. 

DIAMOND DICK RECEIVES , A LETTER. 

A vengeful yell arose from the miners 
as the import of Walter James' words 
became apparent. 

Here was the chance they had been 
wishing for to avenge. the death of old 
Rocking-horse Sandy. 

Instantly as if actuated by one com- 
mon impulse, a half-hundred revolvers 
gleamed in as many hands. 

But, with a bound like that of the wily 
animal represented upon its back, the big 
black horse jumped forward, rounded the 
angle of the corner, and clattered away 
down the street. 

A mocking, launting laugh came float- 
ing back. 

With cries of rage the crowd rushed 
after in pursuit, firing at every jump. 

But it was useless. 

The sound of the horse's hoofs became 
less and less, and soon ceased altogether 
in the distance, and, angry and excited, 
the miners strolled back to the plaza. 

Meanwhile Diamond »Dick, Tornado 
Tom, and the boy had been left alone. 
The rush of the miners in pursuit of the 
outlaw had separated them somewhat, 
hut now Tornado Tom came forward. 

"Diamond Dick," he said, I reckon 
we'll have to cry quits for to-night — this 
racket has rattled my nerve. Besides, 
that cuss of a tiger-cat shot too 'close-^ 
see?" 

He held up his hand, dripping with 
blood. 

The upper joint of the right-hand 
thumb had been carried away by the 
same shot that had ruined his revolver. 

"But remember," he continued, and 
there was the tone of a merciless demon 
in his voice, "that as soon as I kin hold 



a weapon again I'll c;ill you out, for no 
man ever yet struck Tornado Tom and 
lived. If ye leave town I'll folllow, 
though the trail leads to hell!" 

Diamond Dick laughed coolly. 

"Have no fears," he said. "I am not 
going that far. In point of fact, I shaB 
remain right here in Tombstone. You 
will find me at any time over at the hotel 
there." 

"Good enough !" 

And without another word Tornado' 
Tom turned on his - heel and walked 
away. 

"Curse him!" he muttered between 
grating teeth. "If it hadn't been for his 
infernal meddling, I'd a-had that gal 
sure. I'll have her, anyway, if all Tomb- 
stone has to go down in the struggle! 
Whew! but warn't she a beauty! Won- 
der who she is, an' ^vhat she's doin' 
down here? And tliat bespangled dandy 
in the Greaser dress — who the devil is 
he? .Diamond Dick, he calls himself — 
wal, he looks his name, every time. 
Must have the rocks; he's got the sand 
in him, too, but may the fiends toast me 
if I don't get square with him in some 
way! I'll wring his heart, if I have to 
cut the throat of his child to do it!" 

Thus, with black hatred in his heart, 
Tornado Tom wended his way. 
. And return we to the plaza. 

The crowd had dispersed — at least it 
had resolved itself into smaller groups, 
but the excitement still ran high. 

So many events of a startling nature 
had been crowded into the past few hours 
that ample food was furnished for dis- 
cussion. The death of Sandy, the fair 
stranger, and the mysterious being, dis- 
guised as a tiger-cat, who had so curi- 
ously interrupted the duel, all came in 
for their share of debate. 

But paramour^t above all was the in- 
terest centred about Diamond Dick. 

His handsome face and rich attire had 
appealed to their admiration, his cool 
daring and the way he had handled the 
bully of the town had won their respect. 

"I tell ye what, boys," a burly miner 
remarked, "he ain't no slouch, ef ye hear 
me squeal, but did enny of ye ever see 
him afore?" 

'I did," a grizzled old prospector 
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answered; "know 'd liiin over in Greaser liini with 
GiUch, 'bout Meven year ago." 

"An' what war his record thar?" 

"All white;- a chief— free with his 
dust, his dukes, and his derringers, jess 
as it'd suit ye; an' clear grit down to 
hard-pan." 

"I thought so— he looks it. An' that 
kid o' his'n ! I 
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a yell 



sw'ar he's a whale! 
the little feller came 
hoss, an' a-singin' out 



Lord, boys, when 

ridin' in on thet 

so like's 'f he meant business, an' I 

reckon he did, ye could a-knocked me 

down with a chaw o' tobacco, I war so 

'mazed like." 

"Same here, pard." 

"And here." 

But in -the meantime Diamond Dick 
and the "little feller" had entered the 
saloon of the Here-it-is Hotel. 

Heinrich Schwauenflegle met them on 
the threshold, his face radiant. 

The German had witnessed all that had 
happened on the plaza from a window of 
his sitloon. 

He advanced now with outstretched 
arms. 

"Velcome to mine house — a hundredt 
tousaud>dimes velcome !" he fairly roared. 
"Oh, bud dot vos a sight dot make me 
feel goot all oafer when you knock with 
your fist in the face of dot schoundrel, 
Dornado Tom. Himmel donner-vetter ! 
bud I -feugh so much dot I putty near 
schprain me de pack of mine neck !" 

Diamond Dick smiled. He was un- 
aware of the cause that the German had 
for hating Tornado Tom, and these ex- 
pressions of glee seemed somewhat 
extravagant to him. 

"I want a room and accommodations 
for myself and this lad," he said, "and 
send some one to see that our horses are 
cared for." 

"Dot vill I do, you bed; und de best I 
hef got in de house shall be yours, und 
by shimmeny cracks, dot vos a fine leedle 
poy you haf got, Meester Dimundt Tick — 
he vos a hangel, a cherup, und vill he 
not cum und gif his oncle a kiss?" 

Bertie had been staring with wide-open 
eyes at the German, for never in all his 
limited experience had he gazed upon 
such a mass of fat and £esh. 

But now, as Heinrich advanced upan 



open arms, lie uttered 
and dodged behind a table. 

"You keep away from me," he 
shouted, dancing about in what seemed 
an agony of fear. "I ain't no angel — I'm 
only just a boy, and I'll butt you in the 
stum jack if you come any nearer." 

The German paused in dismay. 

"I say," the boy continued, eyeing 
him warily, ready to dodge again at the 
slightest si^n of danger, "what do you 
call yourself, auwyay?" 

"Heinrich Schwauenflegle." 

"Keno! Ten-strike — set 'em up on the 
other alley." 

"Vot'sdot?" 

"Neyer mind ; did it hint you much?" 

"Dit vot hurt me mootch?" said tlie 
perplexed German. 



hurt when they gave 



"I mean did it 
you that name?" 

"Nein." 

"Queer! say, if I was you I'd put a 
cage around that name!" 

"Vot for?" 

"Why, it'll get away from you' some 
day and. kill somebody." 

A roar of laughter ran around the 
room. And by this time, too, it began to 
dawn upon the German that he was 
being made game of. - 

He shook his fat forefinger disapprov- 
ingly at the mite. 

"You is too schmardt," he chuckled. 
"You vill die young — like all goot leetle 
poys; you will see." 

Diamond Dick, laughing heartily, 
stepped up to the bar to register in a 
small book kept for that purpose. 

A freshly-written name, in neat chir- 
ograpliy, caught his eye on the page pt 
the, day. 

"Alice Marr, San Francisco." 

"Alice!" he murmured, and a shadow 
fell like a pall upon his face. 

What bitter-sweet memories that name 
recalled ; how vividly it brought back to 
his mind the fair, sunny-haired young 
wife who was sleeping so calmly now 
where the sweet-odored orange blossoms 
bloomed in the gleeful sunshine of the 
Californian land. 

But with a sigh he roused himself, and 
as the German came bustling up to the 
bar, he inquired : 
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"Istliat tlie name of tlie young lady 
■wlio arrived by tlie stage to-niglit?" 

"Yaw, dot vos she, und by cliimmeny, 
bud she vos one putty gal, eh?' 
"Very ; and where is she now?" 
"She vos gone mit -mine sister 
Gretchen to her room, bud she vill be 
town again right away soon to kit her. 
sum toast tuid some tea. Und you vill 
want yon somedings to eat, too, Meester 
Diamuudt Tick, ain't it?" 

"By and by. Give me a glass of wine 
now. " 

Heinrich set out a bottle witli alacrity. 
"Is that fit to drink?" said Dick, 
doubtfully eyeing- the liquid he had 
poured out. 

"Vot, dot vine? You bet you. Vy, 
dot vos as schweed as baby's milk — chust 
look at the color!" and Heinrich hel I up 
the glass to where the light could shine 
through it. 

As he held it thus, admiring the ruby 
color, a quick, sudden pistol shot rang 
through the room, , and the glass was 
shivered to a hundred fragments. 

"Murder! bolice ! I vos shooted — I vos 
kilt" Heinrich cried, in his first moments 
of surprise. 

But he soon recovered himself. 
"No, I vos not kilt — I vos all ride; 
bud vare is mine bung-starter? Himmel's 
dunder-vetter, I vill preak de feller all 
up in leedle bits who blay me dot trick." 
He glared about the room until his 
gaze rested upon the boy, Bertie, whose 
eyes were sparkling with mischief, an 
impish grin upon his face, and who still 
held in his hand a smoking revolver. 

"Vot, you!" the GermaJt fairly yelled 
in his amazement. "Vosjt you who shoot 
me dot glass from mine hand?" 

"My gun went off 'fore I could help 
it," the boy answered, with a look so 
droll that a snicker of laughter ran 
around the room. 

"You vos one leedle tyful !" the irate 
man shouted. 

"All right, uncle; but I say, don't you 
want to come and give me a kiss?" 

"Nein; bud ven I catch you somedime 
alone you vill see vat I gif you." 

Despite a feeling that he was doing 
wrong to encourage this mischievous 



spirit in his son. Diamond Dick coti'ld 
not help laughing. 

He knew the skill of the boy in the use 
of the revolver — a skill that had often 
looked wonderful to him, for he seemed 
never to take any aim, and yet the bullets 
always went true to their mark. 

But he came forward now, straighten- 
ing liis face as best he could. 

"Bertie," he said, severely, "I have 
told you time and time again that you 
are too ready with your revolver; it is 
not well, and some day it will bring you 
into trouble; you mark my words." 

"Well, a feller couldn't help shoot at a 
mark like that— it was too tempting" 
the boy whined. 

But the time was not far distant when 
he remembered those warning words, and 
bitterly repented that he had not taken 
better heed. 

And just then a man, of the genus 
"bum," entered the saloon. 

"War's the gay an' festive galoot as 
goes by the dazzlin' cognomen o' Diming 
Dick?" he vociferated. "I've got a biHy- 
doo for him." 

"You have a letter for me?" Diamond 
Dick said, slightly surprised. 

"I -reckon you're the party as fills the' 
bill," the man said, after surveying Dick 
from head to foot. "Here ye aire; but 
boss, it's a detned dry walk from the 
other end of this festive municipality." 

Diamond Dick impatiently tossed him 
a coin. 

And then, as his glance fell upon the 
superscription of the letter, a look came 
into his face that was not pleasant to see. 

"Who gave you this letter?" he asked, 
in a tone that made the bummer jump. 

"It was a woman, cap, an' a derned 
pooty one, too, if ye here my gentle 
racket. " 

"My God! can that fiend in female 
form have followed me even here?" mut- 
tered Dick. 

And then, without further ado, he 
broke the seal of the letter, and read : 

"Diamond Dick — I can imagine the 
look upon your face as you peruse this 
handwriting, once so familiar, and which, 
I have no doubt, you fondly believed you 
would never see again. Well, such is 
fate ! Do you hope to escape me by flee- 
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ing to this wild land? Vainliope; for 
flee where you will there will I follow 
UHtil you have either made me reparation 
or rendered up your life. Have you for- 
gotten that the fnry of a woman scorned 
has no parallel — not even in hell? But 
we shall meet again — soon, very soon, 
and until that time allow me to sign my- 
self, your humhle servant, "Kate." 

Diamond Dick groaned as he finished 
reading. 

"Is this fate?" he murmured. "Is there 
no place in this wide world wliere I can 
hide from that wicked woman's impor- 
tunities?" 

innermost 
seemed to 



in the 



And away down 
corner of his heart a voice 
answer like the knell of doom 

"Noiie." 



CHAPTER V. 

THE CALIFORNIA NIGHTINGALE. 

To say that the Tombstone Opera 
House was crowdeed, would be describing 
the fact mildly — it was liternlly packed. 

For the past three days a banner had 
been swinging across tlie street, on whicli 
was painted in large letters: 
"ALICE MARR, THE CALIFORNIA 
NIGHTINGALE." 

The fame of the girl's wonderful 
beauty had gone forth in Tombstone. 

Many had seen her on the night when 
she first arrived in the city, and the 
stories they scattered broadcast were 
largely punctuated with exclamation 
points, and had aroused the curiosity of 
all. 

Hence it was that the house, on tliis 
night of her first appearance, was filled 
to overflowing, and many had been turned 
away. 

Diamond Dick was there. ^ 

So was Tornado Tom, who had sworn 
to possess the girl ; and he was there that 
night, with a fiendish plot in his heart, 
to carry out his design. 

A roaring prelude had put the audience 
into a pleasant mood. 

And then Alice came forward to the 
footlights. 

She had chosen for her introductory, 
"Coming Thro' the Rye," and as the 
melody of the old Scottish ballad rang 



out, men held their breath and clinched 
their teeth in an agony of pleasuie that 
was almost akin to pain. 

Clear and sweet the quaint words 
thrilled through the hall, now high, now 
low, like the glad, free cry of some forest 
bird, or the low sough of the summer 
wind through whispering reeds. 

Not until the chorus was given for the 
last time and she was making her bow to 
retire, was a sound heard. 

But then there broke forth such a yell 
of delight, such a prolonged thunder of 
applause, that the girl was startled. 

Cheer after cheer rent the air, and men 
seemed to go wild in their enthusiasm. 

And then Tornado Tom arose, and,~as 
though cramped by long sitting, stretched 
both hands high over his head. 

It was a signal. 

There suddenly came a cry so piercing 
in it's intonation, so hideous in its mean- 
ing, that a thrill of horror ran like a bolt 
of lightning through the house. 

"Fire — the theatre's on fire!" 

And, as if that voice had been a signal 
to call it into existence, a volume of 
black smoke rolled into the room. 

Instantly there ensued a scene that' 
defies any words of tongue or pen to 
describe. 

With horror and dismay depicted upon 
their faces, tlie miners sought to escape 
from the burning building. 

A mad rush was made for the doors 
and windows and every available avenue 
of escape. 

An.i then, with a cry of savage exulta- 
tion. Tornado Tom sprang upon the 
stage. 

Alice had been standing like one 
turned into stone. The horror of her 
situation, and tlie frightful scene enact- 
ing be-fore her eyes had frozen her every 
faculty.' 

But now, as she saw Tornado Tom ad- 
vancing upon her with outstretched arms, 
she uttered a piercing cry and turned to 
seek safety in flight. But before she 
could succeed, Tornado Tom had his 
arms about her. 

"Don't be frightened, little one," he 
said, "I'll save you from all harm, never 
you fear." 

The words were reassuring, but the 
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look that accompanied them nrade the 
girl tremble. 

"Take jour hands away from me— let 
me go, I do not want your assistance," 
she cried, striving to unloose his clasp. 

But Tornado Tom only laughed and 
tightened his grasp. 

"No, no, my pretty one," he cried, 
exultantly. "I've been to too much 
trouble and expeuse to let you go so egsy 
now. I've loved you from the time I 
first set my eyes on your beautiful face, 
and swore that you should be mine, 
though all the fiends of hell intervened — ■ 
seel the firing of this building was done 
by my orders, it is my gold that has con- 
jured up this scene of destruction and 
death — and all this have I done for your 
sake." 

"Oh, my God ! Help! in the name of 
Heaven, help!" 

Diamond Dick heard that piteous cry. 

From the first he had been struggling 
desperately to reach her side. ' 

But it seemed as though a plot had 
been precoucerted to hold him back, 

A number of ruffianly-looking miners 
were always around, hampering his every 
motion. 

But now, as he saw Alice struggling in 
tlie arms of Tornado Tom, and heard her 
appeal for help, he uttered a hoarse cry 
of rage, and with a superhuman effort of 
strength he burst through all restraint, 
and sprang upon the stage. 

Instantly a revoler was in his hand. 

But Tornado Tom had seen him 
coming, and was prepared. 

With a snarl of hate, tiie villain fired 
thrice in rapid succession. 

But hampered as he was with the girl, 
who never for a moment ceased strug- 
gling to free lierself, he could secure no 
true aim, and his bullets went wide of 
the mark. 

Like lightning in its quickness, Dia- 
mond Dick raised his revolver and re- 
turned the fire. 

But a powerfully-built ruffian struck 
up his arm at the ^'ery moment of firing. 

The next instant he received a blow in 
the face, that almost blinded him. 

Stunned and bleeding, his brain dizzy 
with pain, Diamond Dick staggered back, 
making desperate efforts to keep his feet. 



Then a number of villainous-look;.ing 
men closed upon him. 

And then, too, it flashed tipon Dia- 
mond Dick, as he gazed into their faces 
and saw how in concert they acted, that 
they were either friends or tools of 
Tornado Tom, and a grating curse brpke 
from his lips as he saw the odds arrayed 
against him. 

A quick glance around showed him 
Tornado Tom disappearing behind the 
painted scenery that littered the stage, 
with the form of Alice in his arms. 

The sight almost crazed Diamond 
Dick. 

With a bitter imprecation he leveled 
his revolver. 

Men went down before him, dead or 
dying, cursing and striking at him^ even 
as they fell ; flashes of fire singed his very 
face, and bullets hurtled around hiuJ like 
hail. 

He was wounded in half a dozen places 
in as many seconds, but his blood was up 
now, and he never heeded the harts. ^. 

But this could not last long. 

No men, actuated only by the hope of 
gain, could stand before this living 
thunderbolt, and with cries of rage and 
fear, the hired desperadoes of Tornado 
Tom, now sadly decimated, broke away 
and fled. 

Diamond Dick, his path cleared, now 
sprang behind the scenery, where he had 
seen Tornado Tom disappear. 

A passage was disclosed, leading to the 
rear of the building. 

To bound down this, dash through an 
open door and dut into the open air, was 
the work of -an instant. 

Not many' seconds had elapsed since 
Tornado Tom had preceded him, but 
when Diamond Dick gazed about, he was 
nowhere near. 

But away off, in the clear moonlight, - 
he saw a horseman galloping toward the 
distant mountain range that lay dim 
along the horizon. 

He caught the flutter of a white robe, 
and knew that it was Tornado Tom who 
was riding away with his fair captive. 

Diamond Dick groaned. 

"By the memory of my sainted wife, 
you shall pay for this night's work, 
Tornado Tom!" he hissed between 
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grating teeth ; "and if you do that fair 
flower the slightest injury, I'll make you 
wish that you were in the hands of all 
Hades rather than in mine." 

And then a prayer came, like a cry of 
agony, from his heart : 

"God be with her, and shield her from 
harm ! 

"But-come," he continued, more ener- 
getically, "this will not do!— neither 
curses nor prayers will avail, I fear. I 
must get my horse and follow. Oh, but 
can I follow his trail?— the night is 
young — it will be hours before daylight 
breaks — can I? I must— I dare not leave 
that pure girl in his power until morn- 
ing." And then a sudden fierce look of 
joy leaped into his eyes. "The dog !" he 
cried.. "Where are my wits? — the blood- 
hound will scent where I cannot see." 

He said no more. 

The Opera House was a mass of flames 
by this time, and burning fiercely as he 
moved awaj'. 

Arriving at the hotel, he ordered his 
horse saddled, while he made a hasty 
examination of his wounds. 

To his great relief, they were not seri- 
ous,, and by the time he had them 
dressed his horse was ready. 

But Diamond Dick had need of another 
companion. 

Taking a light, he descended into the 
cellar beneath the hotel. 

As he came down the stairs, the rattling 
of a chain was heard. A low, ominous 
growl greeted his ears. 

But the next instant it changed to a 
whimper of recognition, and a magnifi- 
cent bloodhound sprang to the length of 
his tether to greet him. 

He was a , large, powerful beast, of 
nearly pure blood, with yellow, golden 
eyes, and a front of chest and fangs that 
boded ill for anything that should awaken 
his ire. 

He was wild with delight when he be- 
came unchained and understood that he 
was to leave the cellar, where he had 
been cooped up so long; but a few sharp 
words brought him under. control. 

Then slinging a Winchester rifle, over 
his shoulder, and assured that his revolvers 
were in good workings condition, Diamond 
Dick mounted his horse. 



"Tell Bertie not to be alarmed if I do 
not return to-morrow," he said to tlie 
Germau; for his son. was sleeping. "And 
do you look after him a little, and keep 
him out of mischief if you can." 

He had given Heinrich a hasty account 
of what had liappened, and the German 
was almost lieait-broken by the news of 
Alice's peril. 

But he promised to faithfully fulfill 
Dick's request. 

"Good-by then, until I see you again. 
Come on, El Rey !— click ! click!" 

Chirping to his dog, Dick put his horse 
in motion and rode swiftly toward the 
point where he had caught a glimpse of 
the fleeing desperado. 

Dismounting, he saw that the soil was 
soft and sandy here, and that a number 
of hoof-marks were plainly discernible. 

By the bright light of the moon the 
trail could be easily followed, and should 
the character of the ground change, so 
that sight could no longer be relied on, 
he could still follow by the scent of the 
hound. 

Springing upon his horse again he 
rode swiftly forward, his keen eyes roving 
over the ground, his face grim and fore- 
boding, in his heart a purpose as set as 
the fiat of fate.. 

And .alongside ran the hound, with 
long, bounding leaps that easily kept up 
with the pace of the horse. 

Ah ! Thomas Hart— or Tornado Tom, 
as you are rather proud of being called — 
it was an ill-starred hour when your 
planet crossed the orbit of Dashing Dia- 
mond Dick ! 

CHAPTER VI. 

TORNADO TOM'S PLIGHT. 

When Alice Marr awakened from the 
stupor into which she had fallen, the city 
was miles behind her. 

At first, a sense of rapid motion — a 
feeling that she was rushing through the 
air with lightning speed, so bewildered 
her that she could not realize where she 
was. 

A man's arm held her fast, her head 
rested upOn his shoulder, and she could 
hear the fierce throbbing of his heart 
against her ear. But a look into the face 
so near her own, and she remembered; all 
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the horror of her situation burst upon 
her. 

She gave utterance to a low moan of 
despair. 

Tornado Tom bent his face closer; he 
saw that the girl had regained conscioiis- 
ness. 

"That's music to my ears," he said: 
"I thought you were never coming out of 
your faint." 

Alice aroused herself by an effort. 

"Oh! where are we going — where are 
you taking me to?" she cried, wildly. 

"There, there! calm yourself; no Harm 
will befall yon, and where we are going 
you will be treated well, if you are 
sensible." 

But the reassuring words did not de- 
ceive Alice. There was a look of subdued 
passion in the desperado's eyes that made 
the girl shudder. 

"OJj^ take me back!" she pleaded. 
"What have I done that you should per- 
secute me so?" 

A fierce, wild light leaped into the eyes 
of Tornado Tom. 

"Done!" he crhed, in a voice intense 
with passion. "You have bewitched me 
with your fatal beauty. Your fair face 
has haunted me ever since I sa^you 
first ; I could, not rest — neither by night 
or day could I sleep for thinking of yout' 
bonny pure features — aye, I loved you 
the first night I set eyes upon you. I love 
you now, a thousand times more." 

"Oh, no, no, it is impossible!" cried 
Alice, in dismay. 

"To possess you," Tornado Tom con- 
tinued, "I would have committed any 
crime — nay, I have done an act that may 
outlaw me from civilization if it is 
brought home, but I hold it cheap when 
the reward is so sweet." 

Alice could only listen with horror 
depicted upon her face. 

And then Tornado Tom continued 
more mildly : 

"I know that I have been a bad man, 
but I will become your slave in body and 
soul if you will give me your love. "I am 
rich — more than rich, and your every 
wish shall be gratified, your every want 
supplied. See — I love you so passionately 
— so madly that no sacrifice save that of 



losing you, will I not make for your 
sake." 

"Oh, stop, stop!" the girl cried, vainly 
trying to stem this current of words. 

But Tornado Tom never heeded. 

"You may not love me now — I admit 
that I have been rather abrupt in my 
wooing, but love will come when once 
we are married, and you see how bumble 
and devoted I shall be." 

"It can never be!" Alice said coldly. 
"I do not love you, I never could love 
you, and I never will!" 

"But, by all the fiends of hell, you 
shall!" Tornado Tom cried, maddened at 
her cold tone. "You are' in my power, 
and no one shall take you from me while 
I can pull a trigger." 

He had reached the banks of a small 
stream called the Bronco, and he reined 
up his horse as he finished speaking. 

Tiien putting a hand to his mouth, he 
uttered a shrill, peculiar cry. 

To the wonder of the girl it was 
answered like an echo, and a man 
stepped out on the other side of the 
stream. 

"Is that you, Tornado?" the man in- 
quired. 

"Yes, Jack; is everything all right?" 

"All fixed; come ahead." 

Tornado Tom crcssed the ford. 

A number of horsemen — 'ten, all told, 
gathered around him with rude expressions 
of greeting. 

Three of these men were his brothers, 
the others were either related to him or 
were close friends. 

They were all finely-formed fellows, 
but they weVe^all more or less desperate- 
looking and crime-hardened. 

"Did you bring the side-saddle, Jack?" 
Tornado Tom asked. 

But his brother Jack did not answer 
for a few moments. 

His gaze was riveted upon the fair face 
of the girl in speechless admiration. 

"Is that the gal you've been raving 
about?" he cried, at last. "Wal, I don't 
blame ye, Tornado, foi going to all this 
trouble — she's worth it." 

One of the men led up a fine horse 
with a lady's saddle upon his back. 

"Can you ride?" he asked of Alice. 

Alice nodded; she had thought of 
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making an appeal to these men, but the 
greedy, burning looks of admiration she 
encountered wherever slie looked con- 
vinced her of the folly of such a course. 

She had almost abandoned hope, and 
made no resistance when Tornado Tom 
lifted lier into the saddle. 

Then the desperado gave a long look 
backward on the path he liad come. 

"What's the matter, Tornado?" one of 
his brothers inquired, noticing the action. 
"Anyone following you ?" 

"I cau't say, Harry. I don't think any 
one saw me get away with the girl, 
only " 

"Only what?" 

"There was a fellow saw me grab lier; 
but if the boys have done their work he 
won't trouble us." 

"Who was it?" 

"Diamond Pick." 

Alice raised her head. What power 
that name had to awaken her emotions. 

Was he following after, to tear her 
from the hands of these ruffians? 

The very thought brought the light of 
hope back to her eyes, and a color into 
her cheeks that was beautiful to see. 

"Wal, spos'n I remain ^ehind here at 
the ford?" Tornado Tom's brother sug- 
gested. "If any x>He is following I can 
salivate them here" 

"Just as you please, Harry; it might be 
a good plan; for if any serious pursuit is 
iu progress you could bring me word." 

"All right, then; I'll stay." 

A few moments after the horses were 
put into motion, and the cavalcade left 
the stream behind. 

They did not hurry. They had a long 
journey before them, and the strength of 
the horses must be husbanded. 

Besides, Tornado Tom believed him- 
self safe from pursuit. 

But not long had they left the Bronco 
when a pistol-shot came faintly to their 
ears. 

It was followed, an instant after, by a 
number of reports in quick succession. 

The cavalcade drew rein instantly and 
listened. 

"Harry's fixed 'em, I guess!" a man 
remarked, as no further noise was ap- 
parent. 
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"I reckon so!" Tornado Tom replied 
laconically. 

But then to tlieir ears came a sound 
that caused all to start. 

The long-drawn, deep-voiced bay oV a 
hound came ringing over tlie plain, 

"Why, it's a dog!" one of the men re- 
marked, in surprise. 

"Ay; and yonder he comes!" Jack 
cried. 

"Yes, and' there comes Harry, too." 

But Tornado Tom cried out suddenly : 

"Tiiat can't be Harry— that hound 
would not be trailing for him." 

"That's so!" Jack said, struck with 
tlie force of this argument. "But who is 
he?" 

. Tornado Tom had been gazing intently 
at tlie lone horseman. He cried out now, 
suddenly : 

"I know hiin — it is Diamond Dick, 
and' Harry is dead." 

CHAPTER VII. 

A WILD RIDE. 

From Tombstone to the Mule Pass 
Mountains is a distance of about twenty- 
five miles, as the crow flies, and although 
Diamond Dick may live to a green old 
age, he will never tintil his dying day 
forget that wild ride through tl/e moonlit 
night. ^ 

Every incident is as distinctly im- 
pressed upon his memory as though 
graven there on granite. 
1 It is about eleven o'clock in tlie night 
when he takes the trail. 

In the clear, dry atmosphere of the 
Arizona land, the bright, full moon ren- 
ders objects as plainly visible as though 
daylight was shining. It is only among 
the shadows, doubly dark by contrast, 
that eyesight fails and other senses have 
to be relied on. 

Diamond Dick has settled himself 
firmly in the saddle. 

He knows that he has a' long, hard 
ride before him, and has made sure that 
girth and stirrups, and bridle and curb 
are all sound and properly adjusted each 
in its place. 

His horse he can rely on. 

The animal has the blood of a racing 
sire in his veins, and barring accidents 
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will r\in 
feet. 

He may fail in tliiswild race where tlie 
pace is so killing, but it will only be 
when his great heart has burst in twain. 

And so, sure of his weapons, sure of 
his steed, and above all, sure of himself 
Diamond Dick rides swiftly upon the 
trail. 

He has an idea of where Tornado Tom 
is going. 

He knows that away beyond the pass 
in the mountain range, is a settlement, 
wliere the desperado has many friends, 
and will believe himself safe. 

But this fact does not for a moment 
deter him from his purpose. 

He has sworn that he will bring Alice 
back, or lose his life in the attempt. 

There is no middle course. 

But, meanwhile, the miles are flying 
back from his horse's hoofs, and away 
beyond he sees the fringe of foliage that 
marks the waters of the Bronco stream. 

He has made five miles in eighteen 
minutes, but the horse never seems to. 
feel the pace. 

The dog, too, is doing well. 

The brute instinct of his breed has 
warned him of what is in the wind, and 
he is running ahead now with long, 
graceful leaps, carrying the scent high in 
the air. 

Twenty minutes later. Diamond Dick 
draws rein on the banks of the Bronco. 

He has arrived at the ford, and Tomb- 
stone lays eleven miles behind. 

He pauses in the centre of the stream 
for a moment to water his steed. 

Then calling to the hound, who is 
eagerly lapping the water with his red 
tongue, they splashed through to the 
south bank of the stream. 

And then, like a holt of lightning 
from a dark cloud, a stream of fire shoots 
out from the black foliage, a stunning 
report awakes the echoes, and Diamond 
Dick feels a sting upon his face as though 
a whip-lash had struck him. 

But in a second of time he draws a 
revolver from his belt, and aiming into 
the thick underbrush fires three lightning- 
like shots. 

A sudden, quick-drawn gasp of pain 
follows, and springing from his horse, 



into the under- 
brush. 

But the dog has been beforehand. 

With a growl of lage as lie catches the 
scent of an enemy in hiding, the hound 
bounds into the bushes, and when Dia- 
mond Dick reaches his side, he finds him 
standing over the prostrate form of a 
man, his white teeth gleaming savagely, 
his nose up sniffing suspiciously at the 
air. 

"Hunt 'em out. El Rey!" Dick cries, 
thinking there may be more of his ene- 
mies in ambush. 

But the bloodhound does not move. 
He gives a final Sniff at the atmosphere 
and commences to wag his tail. ■ • 

Satisfied by -the dog's action that this 
has been the only one, Diamond Dick 
seizes the form by the shoulders and 
drags it into the light. 

The man is a stranger to him, and he 
is quite dead. 

Two "bullets have entered his body, 
either of which would have killed. 

With a shudder. Diamond Dick tolls 
the body back into the underbrush, and 
is about to remount, when his gaze is 
attracted by a number of fresh signs upon 
the bank of the stream. 

A quick examination soon convinces 
jiini tlikt a large body of horsemen had 
assembled here not very long ago. 

Were they friends of Tornado Tom ? 

Diamond Dick feels satisfied th^t such 
is the case, and no doubt the man whom 
he has slain, had been left behind as a 
scout, to bring intelligence of any possi- 
ble pursuit. 

Then his face grows stern and serious 
in thought. 

He begins to see how thoroughly Tor- 
nado Tom has laid his plans to succeed 
in his design. 

This has been a rendezvous where 
friends have no doubt been in waiting 
with fresh horses for the fugitive. 

Would this make any difference to 
Diamond Dick? 

"No," he says, and he is deadly calm 
now. "No matter what fate has in store 
for me this night, I will follow. If the 
next few hours cr minutes are to number 
the end of my existence, so be it. I could 
not live and think of the anguish of that 
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volver, and liis eiieniies seem to be armed 
with tliese weapons only. 

A light leaps into the eyes of Diamond 
Dick that is not pleasant to behold. 

He swings the long Winchester to his 
shoulder and takes deliberate aim into 
the dark mass that is each second be- 
coming more and more distinct. 

The next instant the rifle rings out. 

A hoarse, agonized cry follows the re- 
port, and Diamond Dick knows that the 
shot has not been wasted. 

And then, more rapidly than tongne 
can count, the deadly repeater vomits out 
its contents in smoke, and fire, and leaden 
bullets, winged with sudden death. 

And now Diamond Dick is among 
them. 

He hears all around him the shrill, 
frightened neigh of wounded horses, the 
cries of men dying or going down to 
death, and the groans and bitter curses of 
human beings in the agony of burning 
gunshot wounds. 

He hears all this like one in a dream, 
for in a few seconds his horse has left the 
sounds far behind. 

Has he killed them all? 

He never knows. 

A bullet has carried away his hat, and 
his long dark hair is streaming free in 
the air. 

There is blood upon it, too, where a 
spiteful bullet has ciit the scaljD. 

Almost mechanically he recharges his 
rifle, and holds it in readiness acro.ss the 
.«addle-bow. 

Then on and on in a mad, wild rush 
that intoxicates the senses and causes the 
blood to leap in dancing glee. 

The mountains are very close now, but 
the pace is beginning to tell cruelly 
upon the animals. 

The sides of the steed are dripping 
with sweat, his breath is quick and 
labored, and big clots of foam fly from 
his lips and fleck the heaving chest. 

He has come twenty miles in a little 
over an hour, and he is very tired ; he 
would like to stop, at least to moderate 
his speed, but all the blood of his sire re- 
volts in his veins at the traitorous wish, 
and he keeps up the fearful pace. 

And the hound is in the lead no longer; 
he is foot-sore and in pain from his 
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mrtocent girl, whose beauty has strangely 
stirred my hearl. No, though a hundred 
enemies barred the way, still will I fol- 
low. I will either tear her from that 
villain's power, or meet oblivion 
death." 

Then giving liis steed the 
shoots forward once more. 

The hound is already upon the trail, 
his deep-toned bay ringing out impatient- 
ly upon the air. 

Swiftly the miles fall away; minute 
after minute passes by, and still the 
hound tuns with his nose in air, and the 
horse keeps to the stride that is begin- 
ning to make his heart thump with dis- 
tre^ul pain. 

And still the handsome, dashing young 
man upon his back seems to feel no 
fatigue, no emotion, no feeling save that 
terrible set purpose in his heart to do or 
die. 

And now in his front he can distin- 
guish a number of horsemen standing 
motionless on the moonlit plain. 

A cry of fierce joy rings from his lips. 

He imagines for a moment that he has 
caught up with his quarry. 

But the next instant he sees his mis- 
take, for nowhere can he distinguish a 
sign of the girl. 

Nor are these horsemen fleeing — no ! 
they are waiting his coming. 

Tornado Tom must have learned or 
suspected that he is being pursued and 
has thrown these men out to protect his 
rear. 

Perhaps, after meeting his friends, he 
has not been so hurried in his flight, and 
has been within sound of the firing at the 
ford. 

But all conjecture is soon cut sliort by 
the action of the men. 

Weapons gleam in their hands, quick 
flashes and sudden reports follow, and 
the bloodhound, who is far in advance, 
titters a howl of pain. 

He comes rushing back, bleeding. 

He is wounded, but not disabled, and 
his growls of rage are blood-curdHng to 
hear.' 

And then, too, bullets begin to whistle 
about the pursuer. 

But Diamond Dick is yet too far dis- 
tant to become a sure inar£ for the re- 
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wound. His bay is not heard now; lie 
needs all liis wind to keep by the side of 
the animal whose heart is breaking, but 
who will give no sign. 

But Diamond Dick needs the hound no 
longer. He has sighted his game at last! 

Yes, he has just seen a number of dark 
moving objects leave the plain and file 
into tlie pass. 

Instinctively Diamond Dick seems to 
feel that this fearful race is nearing an 
end. 

But the pass is long and winding, and 
gloomy with shadows dark and d^ep. 

It is just the place for a deadly ambush, 
and Diamond Dick clinches his teeth as 
he pictures the peril in his mind. 

He knows that Tornado Tom will let 
slip no such opportunity as this of shoot- 
ing him down. 

And now the pass lies before him, 
dark, and forbidding, and sullen with 
silence. 

And a great calm comes over his 
spirit; he knows that the finger of fate is 
heavy upon him on this night, and that 
in tiie dark depths of that tomb-like 
canyon he may find a sepulchre indeed 
And now, too, for the 
terrific race, his hand 
curb. 

In that rock-strewn path before liiin 
he niust lessen the speed, or liis hors^ 
will go down. 

Then, with a revolver in his right 
hand, and bending low down on his 
horse's neck, he plunges into the rock- 
walled way. 

El Rey is in the van once more. 

Tlie dimimshed speed has given the 
bloodhound the lead again. 

And not five hundred yards have they 
penetrated into the pass when the hound 
gives a yell that reverberates through the 
canyon like the roar of a hungry lion. 

At the same instant a flash of light 
leaps up on either side of the road, and 
the blended report of two revolvers recoils, 
repeated in thunderous echoes from the 
cliils around. 

Diamond Dick laughs. 

"A clear miss!" he says, and he gal- 
lops on unharmed. 

But soon conies the sound of rapid 
hoof-beats in his rear. 
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He is being pursued. 

This will never do. 

Diamond Dick has enemies ahead ; he 
wants none at his back. 

He crosses a patch of moonlight and. 
draws up his panting steed in the frown- 
ing shadow of a beetling cliff. 

Onward come the hoof-strokes, getting ■ 
near and nearer, and then two horsemen 
spring into the band of light, lashing 
their animals into furious speed. 

They do not notice that the hoof-beats 
they are following have ceased — the clat- 
tering noise of their own horses fills their 
ears. 

And as Diamond Dick fires, they pitch 
forward from their steeds and strike the 
rocky ground with a terrible thud. 

They never know wiiat hurt them ; at 
least they never speak of it after, for 
Diamond Dick is shooting now to kill. 

Then onward once more, in that rat- 
tling pace that seems to know no end. 

Up steep inclines and down precipitous 
grades, rounding curves and bowlders, 
sharp and jagged, and in and out of light 
and shade, until the path suddenly widens 
out and the mountain walls retreat, and 
Diamond Dick can see the moonlit plain 
beyond. 

And, with a thrill of joy, he marks on 
one of the horses a form clad in a flutter- 
ing robe of white. 

He has gained upon his quarry, too, 
for he can almost see the look upon the 
face of the girl as .she turns her head 
around. 

There are but two of his enemies left, 
and even as he marks this he sees one of 
the horses stumble and fall, pitching the 
rider headlong to the ground. 

But the man is on his feet instantly, 
and faces about, a revolver in his hand. 

There is a look of white despair upon 
his features as he gazes upon that living 
thunderbolt coming down upon him with 
such headlong speed. 

He seems to know that he is marked 
for deatJi, but he will have one shot be- 
fore he dies. 

He waits until he thinks his aim is 
sure, and then fires. 

Diamond Dick gives a groan, his bridle 
falls useless at his side, and dangles there 
with every motion of his horse. 
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Then his revolver speaks, and the way 
is clear once more. 

But his arm is giving him a horrible 
pain, there is a red mist before his eyes, 
a nausea like death is creeping over him. 

Ts he to die after all? Is this long, 
heart-breaking race to fail -when he has 
the object of it all so nearly in his grasp? 

No! a theusand times no! 

He straightens up in the saddle, dashes 
the mist from his qyes, and sets iiis teeth 
hard to keep down the agony that seems 
to be tending his very vitals. 

And then he utters an involuntary cry 
of alarm as he sees tlie steed upon whicli 
the 'girl is mounted stoop and sink down, 
throwing her heavily to the ground. 

And now Tornado Tom faces about. 

He stands at bay at last. 

A look of terrible joy springs into the 
eyes of Diamond Dick. 

Not fifty yards separates him from his 
foe. 

But then his horse suddenly staggers 
Slid stops dead short, and spreads his legs 
wide apart to keep from falling. 

He springs to the ground, and, revolver 
in hand, advances on foot upon his hated 
foe. 

But he staggers now like a man 
drunken with wine, his eyesiglit is 
blurred, and tirat sickening nausea is 
come upon hiin again. 

And calmly, coldly. Tornado Tom 
waits,Jiis revolver leveled with deadly 
aim, until his foe shall be_near enough 
to make a certainty doubly sure. 

.And Tornado Tom waits too long. 

Intent ,only on the man whom he 
hates, with such bitter feeling, he is 
oblivious to all else. 

But suddenly he hears a long-drawn 
yell that makes the very marrow in his 
bones creep. 

The next moment, with a bound like 
that of a tiger, a long, black body shoots 
from the ground, and. fastening its fangs 
in his throat, pulls him down frc)m the 
horse. ' 

It is the bloodhound. El Rey ! 

Tornado Tom niters a gurgling cry of 
horror and dismay, and tries to shake the 
dreadful beast from off his throat. 

But in vain. 

With blood-curdling growls, tlie hound 
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cruslies him down.. A horrible sound of 
cruncliing bones, a tearing, sickening 
rending of flesli, a faint, gurgling cry, 
and tlien silence. 

Tornado Tom's career is ended forever. 

Tlien, too, witliout a sound, Diamond 
Dick pitclies headlong to the ground, and 
lies there as motionless as deatli. 



CHA"PTER VIII. 

BERTIE IN A BAD FIX. 
On the day after tiie events narrated i" 
our precedingchapter there appeared, i" 
a prominent place upon tlie plaza, the 
following notice : 

$i,ooo REWARD 

Will be paid for the person, dead or alive, of the 
man who shot and killed a driver in our employ, 
by the name of Rocks, more commonly known ss 
"Rocking-horse Sandy." The murder is sup- 
posed to have been committed by the chief, or 
leader, of a band of Eighway robbers known as 
"The Tigers of Tombstone." A further reward 
of One Hundred -DoIvLARS will be paid for the 
arrest, or information that will lead to the arrest of 
each and every one of the band. By order. 

Weli^, Eargo & Co, 
JeHN Hamilton, Agent, 

This notice was posted early one 
forenoon, and was not known to the 
majority of the miners until later in the 
day. 

But a crowd of bummers and idlers bad 
been drawn around it, who were passing 
sage comments and remarks upon it. 

Among others was a youth of nineteen 
or twenty*— a gawky, stoop-shouldered 
fellow, with a freckled face, and a shock 
of whit'ey-brown hair, that looked like a 
dirty mop. 

His clothes, ill-made and of rough 
materia], hung loosely about his frame. 

He was evidently a stranger to the 
town, for he carried a bundle,- tied up 
in a handkerchief, under his arm, and 
his shoes and clothing were tiavel-stained 
and dusty. 

He had been attracted by the idlers 
about the board, and was now staring 
open-mouthed at the notice pasted upon 
it. 

"One thousand dollars!" he ejaculated. 
"Gosh ! but that's a heap o' money !" 

And then he continued, smiling 
slightly. 
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"I thought the 'Thomas K. Cat who 
bosses tlie Tigers of Tombstone' was 
valued at a higher figure than that." 

He shook his head with owl-like 
gravity. 

"It is not enough." 

He gave a quick, sharp glance around 
as lie finished speaking, to see that he 
was not observed. 

Then, drawing a pencil from his 
pocket, he wrote rapidly for a few mo- 
ments on the margin of the paper. 

"There! that will fix things O. K.," 
he said, surveying his work witli a 
critical eye, "anyway, it'll make it more 
interesting all around, I guess." 

Then hitching his bundle closer up 
U4ider his arm, he strolled slowly away 
down the street, and out of town. 

But the mysterious action of the youth 
about the bulletin board had been ob- 
served, despite his ca.ution. 

At one of the windows of the Here-it- 
is Hotel, were standing Bertie and the 
German, who had promised him a hiding 
for scaring him so badly, a few days 
before. 

But some port of a truce had evidently 
been agreed upon between "David and 
Goliath" as a wag, seeing them together, 
had named them, for they were con- 
versing together in a friendly manner. 

"I say Schwan !" Bertie called out, 
"look at that tenderfoot out there, will 
you?" 

The German laughed as he looked 
upon the gawky youth, gazing'SO intent- 
ly at the notice. 

"Yaw, yawl he's vos one emegranJt 
van hay-seet. " 

"But what's he looking at, anyway?" 

The German explained. He had read 
the notice earlier in the morning. 

"Why, look ahere, Schwan!" the boy 
cried a moment later, "he's writing 
something on that paper." 

"Yaw, so he vos. .Jek Hamilton vill 
pull his ears ov he vos see him do dot." 

"S'pose I shoot that pencil from his 
fingers?" Bertie suggested, drawing his 
revolver. 

"lean do it jiist as easy as a wink," 
he persisted, as the German demurred. 

But by this time the gawky-looking 
youth had finished, and strolled away. 



"I'm going out there and read that 
notice," Bertie said, a few minutes later. 

"All ride; bud.dond't you go away; 
your fadder vos toldt me to look ondt 
after you." 

"Well, I won't liinder yon from look- 
ing," and thestuidy little fellow marched 
out, laughing. 

' He read the notice through, and then 
came nearer, to decipher the writing on 
its margin. 

This -is what he saw : 

"And I will pay #5,000 to the^mau 
who can take me. Signed: 'The Thomas 
K. Cat, who bosses the Tigers of Tomb- 
stone. ' " 

The boy's eyes opened wide in surprise. 

"Why, that's what Walt James said 
the other night, when that funny thing 
broke up the duel," he said, in perplex- 
ity. "What'd that tenderfoot want to 
write that for, anyway?" 

Then his lirain began to work, and 
gradually a curious expression came over 
his face. 

He was older, by far, than his years in 
experience; he had never had any child- 
life, such as other children have. 

The revolver had been his toy from 
infancy ; his horse his only playmate. 
That he could read and write Was due to 
his father's teaching, for he had never 
seen the inside of a school-house. 

"I wonder who that tenderfoot was?" 
he muttered. "Maybe he was one of them 
tiger fellows in disguise. But he signed 
himself ''boss' — whew! spose'n he was 
the cap'n himself! must have been pleas- 
ant, reading this notice. And what a gall 
he's got to write them words under- 
neath !" he continued, eyeing the writing 
admiringly. 

And then he added, quickly: 

"I guess Jack Hamilton would like to 
talk to that fellow." 

Then an idea flashed into his busy little 
brain, that almost took his breath away. 

"S'p'ose'n I was to run after that fel- 
low and bring»him back!" he whispered. 

"Why not?" he continued, as he re- 
volved the idea in all its bearings, "he's 
a good deal bigger 'n I am, but here's the 
thing that makes big and little equal," 
and he significantly tapped the revolver 
in his belt. 
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toward tlie hotel, but 
was not observing him. 
having assured himself 



that his revolver was in good order, 
Bertie set o£E down the street at a trot. 

Meanwhile the gawky-looking youtli 
had got some distance from town. 

But there was nothing gawky about 
him now. 

He was walking with a free, easy 
stride, his form straight and graceful. 

His eyes were bent upon the ground, 
but his face had had upon it a look of 
intelligence — nay, his face would have 
been positively handsome had it not been 
for the dirt and frecklesupon it. 

He had just reached a point where the 
road turned and entered a ravine, thickly 
wooded on either side, when he became 
aware of pattering footsteps in his rear. 

The next instant a shrill voice shouted 
the command : 

"Halt! and throw up your hands!" 

The youth turned, an imbecile look of 
alarm upon his face, and his eyes opened 
wide at what he saw. 

A boy — a mere child, with fair hair, 
and a face as fearless as a lion's cub, 
stood before him, a revolver in his hand, 
the hammer raised, the dark muzzle 
staring straight into the eyes of the 
youth. 

"You hear what I say?" this apparition 
remarked. "Up witli your hands!" 

"Gosh all hemlocks!" was all tlie 
youth could gasp, as the bundle slipped 
from his hand, and fell to the ground. 

"What's the matter with you anyway? 
Are you deaf?" the boy said angrily. 
"If your hands ain't up in five seconds, 
off goes the top of your head — one — two 
—three " 

"Hold on! by ginger! gosh!" the 
youth spluttered, and his hands were 
elevated above his head with ludicrous 
quickness. 

"You think you're mighty smart, 
don'tyou?" he said, sneeringly. "You're 
playing it fine, but all the same you about 
fac-e and march back to town !" 



during tins conversation, and now had 
the youth between liiniself and the city. 

"Wliy, I jest come from there. Wliat 
shed I go back fer? I guess you're only 
foolin', now ain't you?" tlie youtli said, 
with a sickly attempt at a smile. 

"You'll never do no more guessing in 
your life, if you don't march quick. 
Come ! sharp's the word ! Start — one, 
two " 

"Oh, jumpin' Jews' harps! hold on! 
Don't go off half-cock that way. You 
take a feller's breath right out of him. 
But, say, what shed I go back to town 
agin fur?" 

"You're askin' a heap of questions; 
but I've got the drop on you, and I don't 
mind answering. I'm going to take you 
in to Jack Hamilton — he wants to see 
you." 

A troubled look came into the eyes of ' 
the youtli. 

"Jack Hamilton!" he said. "Who's 
he — an' what does he want with me?" 

"Oh, I say! ain't you too amazin' 
stupid for anything!" the boy said, in 
sarcastic admiration. "You thought no- 
body saw you write them words on that 
reward paper, didn't you, smarty?" 

The youth gave a violent start. Then 
a dangerous red gleam came into liis 
eyes. It is possible that he had up to 
this time thought this a comedy, but if 
such had been the case, these words un- 
deceived him. 

A cr^jel, crafty expression came slowly 
into his face. 

"By gosh!" he cried, suddenly, "look 
back of you ! there's a rattlesnake right 
at your heels! jump for your life!" 

But the boy never budged an inch-^ 
not so much as an eyelash quivered; the 
revolver in his liand never wavered a n 
hair's breadth.. 

"Old trick! Diamond Dick taught me 
that long "ago," he .said, sententiously. 
"You want me to turh around, and then 
you'd grab me. Nixey ! no go!" 

A spasm seemed to passed over the face 
of the youth. 

"Diamond Dick !" he said, in a voice 
almost a whisper in its intensity, "What 
do you know of Diamond Dick?" 

"Why, I'm Diamond Dick's boy, and 
my name's Bertie." 



He had been edging around gradually 
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"What' You!" 

It was almost a scream, in whicli hate 
and savage joy were curiously blended, 
that the youtli gave. 

Tlien a startling change came over 
him. His form became erect and com- 
manding, his eyes flashed like livid 
liglitning, and in a voice that caused the 
boy an involuntary thrill of fear, he 
shouted out : 

"Take him!" 

The next instant Bertie felt a heavy 
hand upon his shoulder, and the revolver 
was wrenched from his grasp. 

He looked up, stunned by the sudden 
turn of affairs. 

Two beings, with queer, cat-like faces, 
and yellow bodies, aud barred and spotted 
witli black, stood by his side. 

With a thrill of fear the boy realized 
the situation. 

He was in the hands of the Tigers of 
Tombstone ! 

/ CHAPTER IX. 

BERTIE PLAYS A TRUMP. 

The mysterious youth laughed as he 
saw the look of dismay upon the face of 
Bertie. 

"Well, my little lion cub," he said, 
mockingly, "which one of us is the 
sniarty now?" 

The words recalled tlie boy to his wits, 
and instantly his coolness returned. 

"Ah, I reckon you take in the pot," 
he said. "I played my hand for all it 
was wortJi, but a fellow can't buck 
again.'«t such a cold deck — nohow." 

And then he concluded, coolly : 

"It's your deal." 

The youth laughed again — a laugh 
that sounded strangely sweet and silvery 
to the ears of the boy. 

"A chip of the old block," he mut- 
tered. "And so you're Diamond Dick's 
son?" he continued, eyeing Gertie with 
a strange look. "Curious that I have 
never seen you until to-day." 

"Maybe you was looking the other 
way," Bertie suggested. 

But the strange youth had fallen into a 
reverie, and seemed not to hear tlie words. 

"I say!" the boy cried, after a mo- 
ment, "what'r you going to do with 
me?" 
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"Keep you where the crows won't 
pick you up," the strange youth an- 
swered, sternly. "You shall enjoy the 
hospitality of the Tigers of Tombstone 
for a while." 

"Well, I can't say that I'm hankering 
after free board now," Bertie muttered. 
"We generally pay as we go along — 
Diamond Dick and me." 

But the mysterious youth caught tjie 
low words. 

"Never fear!" he said, with a queer 
laugh; "both you aud Diamond Dick 
shall pay — ay! and right royally, too." 

Bertie stared at these words. 

During the conversation he had been 
eyeing the strange being narrowly, a dim 
suspicion gradually gaining ground in 
his mind. 

That voice, so musical when he 
laughed; the sliglit form, graceful in its 
every movement, and a soft curve here 
and there, which the loose clothes, now 
that the youth' stood erect, could not en- 
tirely conceal, was making the boy open 
his eyes. 

"I say!" he cried, suddenly, "who are 
you, anyway?" 

The youth smiled. 

"lam just what I signed myself to 
that reward notice — 'The Thomas K. Cat 
who bosses the Tigers of Tombstone.' " 

"That ain't what I mean," Bertie per- 
sisted. "What I want to know is — who 
would you be if you was washed ?" 

"Little children should not ask ques- 
tions," the youth answered gravely. 

"My! how old we are!" the boy 
sneered. 

"Never mind; I'm old enough to 
be " 

"My mother, eh?" the boy finished, 
as the youth hesitated. "That's what 
you was going to say, wasn't it?" 

"You're a sliarp one." 

"Oh, I know'd you was a woman 
soon's you laughed," Bertie retorted, 
coolly. 

But the strange being took no further 
heed of his words. 

Turning to one of the queerly masked 
men, she said : 

"Are the horses here, Juan?" 

"Si, capitano, " the man answered, in 
Spanish, 
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"Then take and bind that boy upon 
one. I -will be back as soon as I have got 
rid of this disguise." 

Saying -wliich, he' parted the bushes, 
and disappeared in tlie underbrusli. 

Then one of the masked men led out a 
number of hor.ses, and upon the back of 
one Bertie was soon securely lashed. 

"Well, I am in a hole tliis time, sure," 
the boy murmured to himself. "Oh, 
Schwan, won't you catch it when Dia- 
mond Dick gets back and finds me 
gone, "and he laughed Ipwly as he pic- 
tured the scene in his mind. 

Then he continued, morcigravely : 

"If I only had half a chance I'd give 
those fellers the shake. They never 
searched me, 'cause I'm only a boy, I 
S'pose, an* I'\e got a trump yet in my 
pocket that they know notliin' about. 
But that's only one, an' tlien the other 
feller would knock the top of my head 
ofi." 

The boy's soliloquy was cut short by a 
shrill, bird-like whistle. 

"Hallo! the captain wants one of us," 
one of the men said. "You stay by the 
boy, Juan, and I'll go see what's up." 

He dismounted as he finished speaking, 
and plunged into the woods. 

Bertie's eyes began to glow, and his 
heart thumped with excitement. 

They had not secured his arms; only 
his feet were f;ist; his hands were free. 

The man left on guard was taking no 
unusual notice of him, no doubt believing 
that as he was securely lashed he could 
do no harm. 

He was holding the bridle of tlie boy's 
horse, and looking off down the road 
toward the city, to guard against the ap- 
proach of any danger. 

Cautiously the boy's hand iwas thrust 
into his pocket, and when he witlidrew it 
he held in his hand a derringer ])isto]. 

Tlien, silently cocking the weapon, he 
leveled it at his captor. 

At the same time he gave a sudden, 
quick jerk upon the bridle, and tore it 
from the man's hand. 

"Up witli your hands!" the boy 
shouted', wild with delight at the success 
of his a,ct. 

The uiaslced man started violently at 
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the words, and his hand fell on a revolver 
in liis belt, 

"Drop that!" the boy cried ; "you at- 
tempt to draw, and I'll send an ounce 
bail through your brains. I mean busi- 
ness, every time !" 

Tlie Mexican, for sucli he evidently 
was, glared at the boy tlirough the loop- 
holes in his mask. 

But tlie boy never flinched ; his eyes 
were blazing now with resolution, and he 
meant every word he said. 

The masked man saw death in the 
dark muzzle of that derringerif he hesi- 
tated a second longer to obey. 

"Mercy! do not shoot!" he said, his 
voice quavering with fear, and slowly 
elevating his hands. "I will do what 
you wish — do not kill me !" 

"All right — you mind what I tell you, 
or off goes the top of your head ! — now 
ptart!" 

With his left hand Bertie struck the 
Mexican's horse a sharp blow, and the 
animal, finding the rein loose, bounded 
forward. 

To the horror of the masked man, they 
were headed toward the town. 

"Senor — see! where are you going?" 
he said, turning half-way round in his 
saddle, and pointing with one hand 
toward the city. 

At the same time he cunningly at- 
tempted to draw a weapon with the other. 

But Bertie was watching him like a 
rattlesnake, and the sudden gleam in his 
eyes warned the Mexican to desist. 

"You try it!" the boy said, in an icy 
voice, and the masked man groaned and 
raised his hands again above his head. 

And 1 leave it to your imagination, 
reader, to picture the scene that followed. 

By the time he reached the plaza a 
regular. procession had formed in Bertie's 
rear, and exclamations and cheers for the 
brave lad were heard on every side. 

But straight up to the express office 
Bertie marclied Ids prisoner. 

He noticed that there seemed to be 
something going on about here, for 
armed men were hurrying up every 
instant. 

In fact, <he writing' on the notice had 
been observed, and the wildest excite- 
ment followed. 
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Pioui Heiuricli Schwauenflegle a de- 
scription of tlie gawky-looking youth liad 
been obtained, and Jack Hamilton was 
hastily gathering together an armed force 
to. follow in pursuit of him when the 
crowd headed by Bertie's prisoner halted 
in front of the express office. 

"Mr. Hamilton, I reckon I'll relieve 
the company of a hundred dollars," the 
boy said, coolly, as he caught sight of 
the express agent, who was staring in 
ope4i-niouthed amazement at the scene. 
"I went gunning after a thousand, but a 
hundred is all I brought down." 

"And, by the bones of Bruce! I'lLsee 
that you get it!" Jack Hamilton fairly 
shouted. "Boy, you're a trump! But 
how did you get on to this fellow?" 

He pointed at the prisoner. 

The Mexican had been dragged from 
his horse, disarmed, and the tiger-mask 
torn from his face, revealing a villainous- 
looking, half-breed Greaser of about forty 
years of age. 

In clear, concise words, Bertie narrated 
all that had happened to him that morn- 
ing, and when he was finished men 
crawded about him, and shook his hand, 
and thumped him on the back, and called 
him a^ "trump," and "brick," and 
"whale," and various otlier endearing 
terms expressive of admiration at his 
bravery. 

And then the noise gradually gi;ew less, 
and men. formed in little groups and. be- 
gan to mutter, and whisper with signifi- 
cant looks, and cast dark, scowling 
glances upon the prisoner. 

The death of old . "Rocking-horse 
Sandy" was not 3*et avenged. 

But meanwhile Jack Hamilton was 
questioning the Mexican. 

"You're in a bad scrape, my man," he 
said, "but I am authorized to let up on 
any of the gang who will give away the 
band." 

"Will you let me go free if I will tell 
you where the band has its hiding- 
place?" the Mexican asked, eagerly. 

"I will," Jack Hamilton answered a 
I'ook of contempt upon his face. 

The Mexican's readiness to betray his 
comrades disgusted him, 

"Then question me, senor; I will 
answer truly," the Mexican said. 
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"Who was it among you that killed 
the stage-driver the other day?" 

"It was the capitano, sencr^-she is a 
deadly shot and never misses her aim." 

"She?" the express agent cried ; "do 
you mean to tell me that your leader is a 
Woman?" 

"Yes, seuor. " 

This fact Bertie had not related. A 
lingering sense of shame at having been 
outwitted by a being of the "female per- 
suasion" had made the boy shy when 
speaking of it. 

Hence tlie express agent's surpri.se. 

"And who is this woman?" he in- 
quired. 

"I do not know, senor, but she |)ays 
us liberally for our services." 

And then • he added as,, he recollected 
the fact: 

"I once heard the man who commands 
in her absence call her 'Kate.' " 

"You say she pays you for your 
services — what do they consist of ?"- 

"Well, senor, as I understand it, she 
is trailing after a man who has done hef 
some wrong, and she hires us to help 
carry outlier plans. She had information 
that this man would arrive by the stage 
the other night, when the driver was 
killed, and that's why we attacked it." 

"And. do you know wl;o the man is 
that she's after?" 

"Yes; he is called Diamond Dick." 

"Well, and where does this gang, hang 
out?" 

"Over in a place among the spurs of 
the Dragoon Mountains." 

"All right; you can lead us there; and 
we'll take the trail at once." 

But this evidently did not strike the 
Mexican favorabl5'. 

"Senor," he said, "will it be necessary 
for me to go with you? — I can describe 
the place, so that you cannot miss it." 

"Well, you'll certainly be killed if you 
remain here — listen ! the boys are aching 
to avenge the death of old Sandy Rock." 

In fact, a sullen murmur was becoming 
each moment louder. 

" 'F I had my say," a red-shirted 
miner said, "Sandy's Fcore'd soon be 
wiped out. " 

And rlien a snarl was heard, such as 
dogs give when they fly at each other's 

LOTS OF FUN AT SCHOOL. 



DIAMOND DICK, JK.— THE BOYS' BEST WEEKLY, 



27 



throats, and men utter when tliey fly at a 
neck — with a rope. 

And then the express agent stepped 
forward. 

"I'm going gunning after those Tiger 
fellows," he cried, "an' this Greaser will 
show us the place where they make 
their headquarters. I start in half an 
hour, and all you who wish can come 
along." 

His words were 
approval, and the 
man who owned 
indifferent, having determined 
one of the party. 



greeted with a roar of 
crowd scattered, each 
a horse, good, bad or„ 
to make 



CHAPTER X. 

CAPTURED BY THE TIGERS. 

How long he laid in that swoon that 
was so like death, Diamond Dick never 
knew. The first sensation he was aware of 
was the taste of some vile whisky in his 
mouth. 

Then he became conscious that some 
one was weeping o;ver him, for hot, 
scalding tears were dropping down upon 
his face. 

And then to his ears came the sounds 
of heart-breaking sobs, and low moans of 
pain. 

"Oh, my God, have pity on me, and 
do not let him die!" a voice cried, that 
even in its pain was sweet to his ears. 

He opened his eyes and saw the face of 
Alice Marr bending over him. 

His head was pillowed upon her lap, 
and she was bathing his face with some 
of that fiery fluid, whose burning taste 
was hot in his mouth. 

She had her tear-dimmed eyes raised 
upward at that moment, and did not im- 
mediately notice that he had recovered 
his senses. 

"So handsome, so brave," the girl 
murmured, "and must he die here— here 
on this lonely plain, and I powerless to 
help him ?" 

Diamond Dick placed a hand upon one 
of hers. 

"Be quiet," he said, gently. "lam 
neither dead not dying. " 

Alice uttered a cry of joy as she heard 
his voice. 

"Oh, thank God! thank God!" she 
said, hysterically. 

WHAT A TWO CENT STAMP 



But the next instant a burning flush 
suflEused lier face, and she gently lowered 
his head, and arose. 

Diamond Dick made an effort and sat 
up, but his left arm gave him such a 
twinge of pain that he almost faintedaway. 

"Here, drink this," Alice cried, put- 
ting a flask to his lips; "it is whisky, I 
found it beside the body of Tornado 
Tom." 

"Ha! Tornado Tom!" and the mere 
mention of that hated name semed to put 
life into Diamond Dick; "where is the 
villain? I remember " 

"Hush ! he is dead," Alice interrupted, 
gently. 

"Dead! and did I kill him, too?" 

"No;" and the girl shuddered. "He 
met a more horr'ible fate than dying by 
your hand." 

As Alice finished, she silently pointed 
to the bloodhound, whose jaws and neck 
and chest were smeared with tlie blood of 
his victim. 

"I understand," Diamond Dick said. 
"El Rey killed him." 

And he, too, shuddered at the horrible 
fate^the outlaw had met. 

"How do you feel now?" Alice in- 
quired, anxiously. 

"Not very well. It's this arm that's 
giving me the — stich pain. I think it 
must be broken. " 

"Oh, I hope not. Let me look at it." 

She helped him strip off his jacket, 
aud then baied the arm. 
- It was much swollen, and a bullet had 
gone clear throngh just below the elbow. 

But after a moment's examination 
Diamond Dick felt convinced that neither 
of the bones were injured. 

"I think if you would bathe it with 
some of that whisky, and then tie it up, 
it will do very well until we get back to 
town," he^aid. 

Alice willingly did what he suggested, 
and when she was through, Diamond 
Dick gave her a smile of thanks. 

"That will do first rate ; and now I'll 
try to get on my feet." 

But he was stiff and sore, and every 
bone and muscle in his body revolted at 
the exertion. 

It was only after two or three trials 
that he succeeded in gaining his feet.. 

WILL DO— SEE LAST PAGE. 
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"It's curious, isn't it?" he said, as lie 
stood, steadied by the .arm of the girl. 
"Here I come otit to help you in your 
distress, and after all is done, it is you 
who are assisting me." 

"Yes, but remember, if it had not been 
for you, I should not be here by your 
side even to lend you the support of my 
poor, weak arm," Alice said, with emo- 
tion. 

And then she added : 

"How brave and noble you are to 
undertake such a long amd dangerous 
pursuit alone, and all for my poor sake !" 

"Hush! You are worthy' of all the 
risks I ran, and I would liave followed, 
though peril a hundred-fold greater stood 
in my path. I could not bear to think of 
you in that villain's power, for your fair, 
pure face has become very dear to me, 
Alice." 

A beautiful color came fnto the face of 
the girl, and a great joy descended upon 
her heart. 

It was as she believed — as she hoped ; 
he loved her. 

And Diamond Dick, watching her face 
read her secret and asked of himself if it 
were possible that happiness might yet 
be in store for him once more. 

But he turned away and his gaze fell 
upon the noble steed who had stood by 
him so well in his need. 

The horse was quietly cropping the 
scanty grass tliat grew here and there and 
gave a whinny of recognition as Diamond 
Dick came up. ' 

And to his joy he found that the brave 
aninial had recovered in a great measure 
from his terrible race of the night before. 

And Tornado Tom's horse was there, 
too, and seemed to be on friendly terms 
with the other animal, for the two were 
grazing side by side. 

The horse that Alice had ridden was 
dead. He had thrown the girl when he 
fell, and Alice had fainted, but it vas 
more from fatigue than from any injury 
sustained in the fall,' although she had 
been severely shaken up. 

But meanwiiile Diamond Dick had 
transferred the side-saddle to the horse 
that Tornado Tom had ridden — tliat is to 
say, Alice did under his direction. 



ceeded to retrace the long, weary way 
back to the city. 

They could hardly go at a pace faster 
than a walk, for tire horses were stifl yet 
from the work of the night before, and 
the jolting caused Diamond Dick's arm 
to ache with a pain that often made him 
clinch his teeth to keep down the agony. 

In the pass they suddenly came upon 
the bodies of the two men Diamond Dick 
had shot the night before. 

But on the plain beyond the pass Dia- 
mond Dick made a detour by the spot 
where he had made such terrible havoc 
with his Winchester. 

It is a weary ride, and it is long past 
noon when the Bronco stream is made. 

But Diamond Dick has told his love 
story, and the girl had listened with 
silent joy, and the answer she gave has 
made him happy. 

"It is not far now to the city,'' Dia- 
mond Dick said, as they dismounted and 
allowed the horses to c,ool their noses in 
the running water, "but, darling, you 
must be tired from this long ride." 

"Yes; but I am very happy, too," the 
girl answered, with a shy uplifting of the 
face, as she stands at his side. 

And Diamond Dick stooped down and 
kissed the pure young lips. 

And then a sudden, mocking peal of 
laughter rings out behind them. 

Diamond Dick turned like a flash, a 
revolver in his hand. 

But he suddenly starts back as though 
an adder' had coiled in his path, upon 
which he had almost stepped. 
^ "Kate!" he cried.^ "You here?" 
' And then El Rey came rushing in with 
savage growls. 

The bloodhound had been loitering 
behind, intent on some purpose 'of his 



bounding in, and 
with white teeth 



own. 

Bnt now he camfe 
flew at the bushes 
gleaming savagely. 

The next fnstant a dozen forms sprang 
from the foliage,' surrounded Diamond 
Dick and tore the revolver from his hand. 

Alice uttered a wild scream of terror. 

She had seen those^ beings before — 
those yellow-clad, black-spotted things 
with queer, cat-like faces, and curious 
eyes. 



Then, mounting the animals, they pro- 
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They were in 
of Tombstone. 

Bnt above all she marked witli a jeal- 
ous eye the beantifnl woman whom Dia- 
mond Dick had called Kate. 

What is she to Diamond Dick? 

And she noticed with a sinking heart 
the look of dismay upon Diamond Dick's 
face as he stands rooted in his tracks 
gazing at her. 

And then, wifh a blood-curdling yell, 
El Rey sprang upon one of the men who 
was holding Diamond Dick fast and bore 
him to the ground. 

But half a dozen of his comrades sprang 
to his assistance, and stabbed, and kicked, 
and beat, with clubbed rifles, at the 
hound. 

Diamond Dick spoke sharply to him, 
but the dog paid no heed. 

He had tasted human blood the night 
before, and the taste was sweet to his 
lips. He fought now with all the savage 
instinct of liis breed aroused, and tore 
and bit great mouthfnls of flesh from his 
assailants, and fought till the cruel 
bullets cut his heart in two; and then he 
stretched out his great black body, gave 
a whine or two, and died. 

Brave El Rey, two of your foes will 
never wear those queer cat-faces again. 
They are dead, and you have avenged 
yourself nobly. 

CHAPTER XI. 
A DEVLISH SHOT — CONCLUSION. 

We must now go back a few hours in 
our story to pick up the thread of our 
narrative. 

Not long had Bertie left the ravine 
with his prisoner, when the masked man 
returned. 

And with him came a woman — a 
gloriously beautiful woman, with spark- 
ling black eyes and cheeks whereon a 
delicjpus tint lay like the bloom of a 
peach. 

She was slight of form, but, as graceful 
as a fawn, and the sliort-skirted riding- 
habit she wore fitted her to perfection. 

And this being — this woman of a 
beauty delightful to behold, was the 
"Thomas K. Cat who bossed the Tigers 
of Tombstone." 
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the woman said, as she stepped out on 
the road. "Is it possible he has escaped 



me?" 

Siie ran to tlie turn of the road, and 
looked toward the cit)'. 

Bertie was just entering the town, and 
at a glance she saw tlie state of affairs. 
_ A horrible oath hissed from the beau- 
tiful mouth as slie witnessed the sight, 
and her cheeks grew pale with anger. 

"Why did I not kill that devil's brat 
when I had the chance— why did I let 
his fair, fearless face soften my heart into 
pity?" and witli a gesture of impotent 
rage, slie stamped her foot upon the 
ground in fury. 

"Well, Kate, tliis will be a serious 
thing for our plans, " her companion said, 
gravely. 

" Wliat do yoii mean ?" 

'■'That Greaser will split." 

"Then we must warn the men, and 
seek a new hiding-place." 

"I reckon so, and I know just the 
place; but it's a good ways from here — 
down in the Mule Pass Mountains." 

"No matter. We can lay low there for 
a while, until this blows over. Come, 
let us away. " 

They mounted their horses, and rode to 
the eastward, where the Dragoon Moun- 
tains rose blue in the sky. 

Sliortly before noon they arrived at the 
headquarters of the band, and hastily col- 
lecting the Tigers together, they rode 
away toward the Bronco. ^ 

About an hour afterward Jack Hamil- 
ton arrived at the rendezvous, and found 
the birds flown. 

But the outlaws had left a plain trail, 
and the express agent and his men were 
hot upon the scent when the Tigers 
stopped to rest and water their horses in 
the Bronco stream. 

But hardly had they been there five 
minutes when a man and a woman were 
espied coming toward the water, and tlie 
Tiger captain recognized with savage joy 
that the man was Diamond Dick. 

The rest we know. 

"May the fiends roast that infernal 
hound!" the Tiger captain cried, as she 
gazed upon the deadly work of the dog. 
"I thought he would never give up the 
ghost!" 
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She was liolding a smoking revolver in 
her liaiul, and it was iier bullet that had 
laid the houndjow. 

But then she turned to Diamond Dick, 
and said : 

"And so, we meet again, Diamond 
Dick; and I must say you look consider- 
ably the worse for wear, What has been 
the trouble, Richard?" 

"I am wounded in a half-dozen places, 
and my left arm is powerless, but give 
me a revolver and half a chance, and I'm 
worth all the Tigers that ever walked on 
two feet," Diamond Dick answered, de- 
fiantly. 

The mocking voice of the woman had 
ruffled his temper. 

"Nay, Richard, why should old friends 
qnartel ? Have yon forogtten how sweet 
we were on one another once, how faith- 
ful a knight you were, how loving I was 
to you ; and your promise, Richard — 
your promise. We were to have been 
married ; the feast was prepared, but you 
never came. Richard, why was it so?" 

It is impossible to describe the mock- 
ing devil in the woman's voice, and Dia- 
mond Dick was trembling with rage., 

But before he could say a word in 
reply, Alice came to his side. 

"Who is that woman, Dick, and what 
is she to yon ?" 

"Listen, and I will -teil you. I met 
that woman about a year ago, and was 
fascinated by her beauty and wealth of 
intellect. I soon learned to love her, and 
found my love returned; we were to have 
been mairied, but, thank God 1 I learned 
in ti;ne what she was — ag black within 
as she is fair without — a wJiitened 
sepulchre — a thing so vile that I will 
give it no name while you are by — a 
^^?oman, who, even while yet my kispes 
were warm upon her lips, was plotting in 
liie arms of her lover against, my honor, 
my wealth aiid my life. Pah ! why should 
I get angry? It is true she wheedled me 
out of a sum of money, but I got off 
clieap. " 

Pale as a spirit of the other world the 
woman listened, her teeth grating, her 
eyes blazing with livid ligJit. 

"And who is that girl?" she hissed, 
"that you need give her an explanation 
such as this?" 



"I hope soon to call her my wife," 
Diamond Dick answered, proudly. 

"Never!" the woman shrieked, "by 
the living God, never!" 

But Diamond Dick only smiled, and 
opened his arms, and Alice nestled down 
upon his breast with a low cry. 

The sight seemed to drive the woman 
into a frenzy of fury. 

Witli a motion like thought she raised 
the revolver she still held in her hand 
and fired. 

Alice Uttered a piteous jnoan of pain,' 
and clutched at Diamond Dick with 
hands that fluttered and groped, and 
could hold nothing, her eyes grew glassy 
with the agony of pain, and, like the 
bleat of a poor, stricken lauib, her voice 
came in gasping breath : 

"Dick — darling — ^kissme!" 

And then a thick stream of blood 
trickled down from the corners of her 
mouth, a quick shudder, a final, gasping 
moan, and the California Nightingale's 
voice was hushed forever. 

Alice Marr was dead. 

And, oh! the agony that v/a^ in Dia- 
mond Dick's eyes as he gazed down upon 
the fair face pillowed on his breast, his 
arm about her, holding her so tight, so 
close, as if to keep her from the icy 
clutch of death. 

But she was dead, and lie saw it, and 
tenderly, reverently, he laid her down. 

"Great Heaven," he murmured, in an 
agony of spirit that was worse than dying, 
"is everything I love fated to die?" 

And then his gaze fell upon the human 
fiend who had wrougTit this ruthless deed, 
and he came slowly forward. 

"Woman!" he said, and his voice 
startled all who heard, "for murdering 
that poor, innocent lamb — that fair, pure 
flower, may you be accursed !< May your 
life be from this moment one seething, 
bubbling hell of remorse and unrest, and 
in every voice, every sound, may you 
hear the cry of Cain !" 

"Stop! for Heaven's sake stop!" the 
woman cried, her voice quavering with 
terror at the terrible denunciation. "I 
was mad — I did not know what I was 
doing — I swear it!" 

"You swear! Now listen to me. I, 
too7 will swear." 



THE PRICE OF THE TIP TOP WEEKLY lb FIVE CENTS. 



DIAMOND DICK, Jll.— THE BOi'y" BEST WEKKLY. 



3t 



Diamond Dick was swa5'ing from side 
to side now like a drunken man, there 
was a terrible tightness across hfs cliest, 
a hideous hammering in his head, and 
objects wavered and took curious sliapes 
before his eyes. If this did not cease soon 
he would either go mad or die. 

"I swear by the living God above, 
who hears this oath, and the blood of 
that sweet-voiced j'oung girl, that I will 
enact upon you a terrible retribution. I 
will be a bloodnound upon your trail a 
thousand times more fierce and relentless 
than was the brute lying yonder tliere 
dead. For what you have done to-day, I 
will forget that you are a woman entitled 
to the respect of men, and think of von 
anly as an adder that must be crushed. 
For what you have done, I will tear pity 
and mercy from my heart, and become to 
yon a destroying angel more remorseless 
than the danite dogs of tlie Mormon 
Church. Hide where you will, flee wliere 
you may, I will find you and strike you 
down, even though it is the sacristy that 
I de61e with your blood. And tliis I 
swear I will do a sure as my name is 
Diamond Dick." 

His voice eiided in a scream, and, like 
one stricken with quTck, sudden death, 
he fell forward on .his face, and lay there 
upon the ground without motion. 

"My Heaven!, this is awful!" the 
woman cried, her face ghastly with terror 
and dismay. "Is he dead?" 

One of the masked men was bending 
over Diamond Dick, and it was to him 
she addressed the question. 

"No," the man answered; "he's over- 
worked himself, and has burst some 
small blood-vessel. He'll be alUight in 
a day or two." » 

"Well, we must get away from here. 
Put him on a horse, and that other thing, 
, too," and she pointed with a shudder to 
the body lof the girl. 

But while the men were busied about 
their orders, there suddenly came a ring- 
ing cheer and a volley that laid half of 
their number low, and out upon the bank 
.stepped . Jack Hamilton, closely followed 
by Bertie and half a score of miners. 

"We're done for, Kate! Skin out for 
your life," said tlie masked man, who 
was evidently the second in command. 



The woman glanced once at her foes, 
and leveled her pistol at Bertie, but she 
lowered the pistol again without firing. 

"No, I have done mischief enough to- 
day," as she lashed her horse into furious 
flight. 

' The rest of the Tigers — that is, all who 
were not killed or disabled — were already 
fleeing. 

And then the miners, still led by the 
express agent and Bertie, came splashing 
tlirough the water of the ford and fol- 
lowed after in' hot pursuit. 

But Bertie suddenly drew np his Iiorse 
and sprang to the ground. 

He had seen the form jof his father, 
where he lay upon the ground, and tiie 
body of Alice a little farther away. 

"Great Heaven I" the boy cried in dis- 
may, "what's been goin' on here?" 

And with trembling hands he lifted 
the head of Diamond Dick, and then 
dropped it again and ran to the stream, 
bringing Ijack water in his hat to bathe 
his father's face, and chafe his hands. 

And under this vigorous treatment 
Diamond Dick opened. his eyes and gazed 
up into the boy's face, and smiled a slow; 
sweet smile as he saw the troubled look 
upon Bertie's face. 

"All right, Bertie," he said, cheer- 
fully, "I'll be better in a minute or two." 

Then the pursuers came back jubilant. 
Only two of the Tigers had escaped them, 
but one was a woman, whose magnificent 
horse had distanced their animals so 
easily, that it was folly to hope tliey 
could overtake her. 

But it was a .sad cortege that wended 
its way back to Tombstone, when all was 
told. 

Tenderly they bore the sweet singer of 
the California land between them, and 
brought it into the city, and when they 
laid her away the next day in her last 
earthly resting-place, men wept and 
cursed the human fiend wlio could find it 
in her heart to crush this beautiful flower, 
whose life had been so pure, and whose 
voice had opened up to their eyes a 
glimpse of the heavenly hereafter. 

But I must finish. 

It was many days before. Diamond Dick 
was himself again. 

The injuries received in that wild race 
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.Hid running figlit were slow of healing, 
and it was nearly' two montlis before he 
was tiioroughly well again. 

And one afternoon he came in from a 
stroll with a stern, set look npon his face, 
and began to look over his weapons and 
overliauled his horses' harness, and made 
preparations of other import that Bertie, 
who was watching him, knew well. 

And when the boy — who, by the way, 
had received the one hundred dollars re- 
ward and the tjianks of the express com- 
pany, for his bravery, asked him where 
he was going, he answered briefly, "On 
her trail. " 

And that night they rode forth, and 
Tombstone saw them no more. 

Reader, my tale is told. 

It has been sad in some respects, but I 
gave it you as I heard it from the lips of 
an old gentleman, whom I met one day 
while rambling around in the Arizona 
land. 

My curiosity had been attracted by a 



grave in the cemetery, that was very 
pretty with flowers and blooms, and bend- 
ing, I deciphered on the white headstone, 
"Alice Marr, The California Nightin- 
gale." 

And underneath the name: 

"She sang too sweet for tlie ears of 
men, and the Lord had need of her in 
His choir." 

As I straightened up again, the old 
gentleman aforesaid stood by my side, 
and told me the girl's sad story. 

[THE END. J 

"Diamond Dick, Jr., Calls a Hand; 
or, Reading the Signs for a Noted Out- 
law," by W. B. Lawson, will be pub- 
lished in the next number (105). 
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68 — Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Three Bagger; or, Out on 
One Strike. 

69— Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Stiff Clieck; or. An At^ 
tempt to Arrest the Wrong Man 

70— Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Torpedo; or, A Train That 
(Jould not be Fla.srged. 

71 — Diamond Dick, Jr's Sporty Quarry; or, A Ten- 
derfoot not so Tender. 
, — Diamond Dick, Jr's Close Quarters; or, A 
Call to Surrender That P'ailed. 

73— Diamond Dick, Jr.'s "Worst Enemy; or, The 
Sliort Stop to a Ride in the Flume. 

74 — Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Newspaper; or, A Threat 
That Failed to Work. 

75— Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Twisted Tackle; or. The 
Mascot's Peculiar Pickle. 

76 — Diamond Dick. Jr., Rights a Wrong; or. The 
Trace of the Turtle Nugget. 

77 — Diamond Dick, Jr.'s, Diving Su t; or, At Work 
In the Flooded Mine. 

78 — Diamond Dick, Ji.'s, Circus; or. All In At the 
Lulu Dance. 

79 — Diamond Dick, J ., and tlie Hoboes; or. Hand- 
some Harry In a, New Role. 

80— Dlaniond Dick, Ji. 's Texas Trump; or, The 
Hornets of Hops(M>tcli. 

81 — Diamond Dick, Jr s Walk Over; or. A Dead 
Easy Game at Dough Spoon. 

82— Diamond Dick. Jr.'s Great Old ParcJ; or. Hand- 
some Harry's Highest Honors. 



S3 — Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Warning; or, A Chip in a*' 

the Last Lap. 
84 — Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Substitute; or, A Blockade 

That was Raised 
85 — Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Tricky Telegrams; or, The 

New Schoomiarm at Sugar Notch.', 
86— Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Dangerous Bet; or, One 

Wav to Save a Friend. 
87 — Diamond Dick, Jr. as Station Agent; or, fun 

and Fight at Fhish City, 
88 —Diamond " Dick, Jr.'s Orders; or, Handsome 

Harry in an Up To Date Hold Up. 
89- Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Roll Call; or, A Piece Not 

in the Programme. 
90 — Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Puzzlin.^, Purchase; or, A 

Bundle of Rags Well TJiied. 
91^— Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Matchless Mate; or. Two 

of a Kind Against a Full House. 
92 — Diamond Dick, Jr. s Front Seat; or, First Cone 

First Served. 
93 — Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Dvnamite Blast; or, A 

Hole In the Wall At Buzzard Pass. 
94 — Diamond Dick Jr., Saves the Twins; or. J 

Verdict That Dill Not Go. 
9.^— Diamond Dick, Jr "s Chalk Mark; or, Tough 

Nut. Jack's Disappearance. 
96— Diam nd Dick, Jr., Traps a Trapper; or, ATeB- 

derfoot's Tale of the Right Man. 
97 — Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Wide-Awake Whistle; or, 

Down brakes on a New Track. 
98— Handsome Harry's Hot Horse Play; or, A Ran 

in with the Bad Miin From Ginton. 
99 — Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Mysterious Ally; or. In 

Double Harness for a Big Deal. 
100— A Freeze Out For A Life; or. Diamond Dick, 

Jr 's Rescue in the Nick of Time. 
101— Diamond Dick, Jr.'s Aerial Tussle; or, A Des- 

perate Chance to Save a Life. 
102— Diamond Dick, Jr 's Diamond Dirk; or, 

Meeting a Greaser On His Own Ground. 
103— Diamond Dick, .Ir. Draws A Prize and Sells 

it For a Photograph. 
104 — Dashinsr Diamond Dick; or. The Tigers ot 

Tombstone. # 

105 — Diamond Dick, Jr. Calls a Hand; or, Reading 

the Signs for a Noted Outlaw. 
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